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SONG I PomxraDotx; 


RECITATIVE, 
SHY, HE N Gazette told how Britons conqueſt 
| won, 
1 7 Lo Fame, to Lewis thus, Conzueſt 1. 
V done, 


No more with Albions cope, your Gul; 
from Britous run, 
ew Now mounted high their drea iful bi erg 

America > theirs, no more your Slave, (e, 

Whilft Vict'ry hails them good and brave.“ 

A FR. Thy ruin, ch! Lewis, thy Subjects relate, 

Whiltt Madamoiſelie, guides the Helm ot the State, 

Bold Rocheſter ſaid, ſo one rul'd Charles of Lore, 

But the cou'd not compare with your fam'd Pompadout. 


Once beautiful Nelly, the fair Spartan dame, f 
Drew aſter che Greeks, and ſ t Troy, in a flame, 


When ſhe fled, with young Paris, to Illium's prond ſhore, 


But the coy'd not compare, with your fam'd Pumpadoiyg: 
On Perſia's fair plain's, there Semeramis the bold, 

Was jutt fir's the ſame ſo tradition has told. 5 

And Rome tos cou'd boaſt, of fair Julia, that W—e, 

Yer there's none e'er came up with your fam'd Pompadcyr 
Greece and Rome, loſt their glory, and Kingdems mult tu 
Whilſt. Brim—s in pow?r, roll Fates cruſhing ball, 

Thus France, tis with thee, whilſt your rul'd by a wc, 


And Perdition attends, on your fam'd Fompadour. 


REC The grand Monarch, he heav d a ſigh, 
Thus wretched made by Pompadour. 
« Muſt France then fall, mutt Lewis dve ? 
Has virtuous Enzland ne'er a Whore ? 
A 2 


(4) 
AIR Yes England has her fav*rite Toaſt, 
Thar trudge it up the Mall there, 
Miſt Kitts F— , roles the roaft, 
She's now the reigning Girl there; 
But tho. a Prince, and cke a Lord, 
With her bave hat great ſport fir, 
Yer itil! ©.is trve upon my word, 
They keep her from the Court fr. 


Then boaſt no more your ſalique Law, 
A Brin —2, France now rides a 

There Piu be guides the Lyon's paw, 
For the nobſe Beat provides a, 

S.. ch, tuch, as he plac“ & at their Helm, 
Von mace the Notions wonder, 

Then France, beh id yon riting Realm, 
To wWuom youu mult knock under, 


SONG II. On the Bucks. 
Tune, Sree we my good Neigt.bours toilet hard at the plow 


6 YALE lere my brave ſuls whotd aſpire to be great, 
biens high ſammit come hiker and climb 

t you five hundred a Lear an Eſtate, 

hie tame of 8 Bucx, a Title fubiime, \ 

Ty hete lis the antidcte cuics all your ſor rows 

And you'll 4» the next morning quite free from the horrors 


The hero of P. ns drives on tothe war, 
Ales an the nations around bim with fear, 
Gets Honom ant Fame d from ev*ry ſcar, | 
From peace und tron Freedom, the Bucks get i here, 
(Tis here '> the antidote, Ge. 


we've nothi g o fear weep? ęgrutter than Kings, 
vr nine 12 gives to dread con ſcience revo ſe, 
Tes Lewis 3 Po gal two wrerehed things, 
Their grandevr alas! is jurrounde, by Foes, 
Tis here is the ant idote, & 


Wehn 


Wuilſt 


+» 


— 


Whilſt thus we agree, Unanimity's band, 

True fou of all harmony, binds every breaſt, 
Wh:ift Fame s- ud ſounding thro each hapleſs Land, 
The Britiſh Bucxs, only are ſoule that are bleſt, 

eTis heie is the antidote, &c. 


SONG III. 

Tune, C*ſar ani Pompey were both ef 'em horned. 
N add v{s haz been made to the King of Great gritain 
Cauſe talſe des at Louisburgh, ſounaly are beaten, 

Tue Irowiics wich Amherit twok trom Frenchmen qua- 

king, | 

Ar> giver an return, Sirs, if I'm not miſtaken. 

Ci), Dia vgu fre the ſgh', as it paſt thro* the City, 
On my Fauth and my troth, ic was wondrous pretty, 
Theſe ſcare crov s on poles as they paſt along fir, 

Miſt thonrs aud apvlauſe of the thinking breath throng fir 
Are juſt to he City «Sria fair face 7 

Arid they ffigutem they ſay all the Rocks from the temple 
To fee the Guards mounted on Horſes that eaper'd, 

Wieh their gaming drawn (words Lard how they vapourd, 
Men Women and Cluldren from each Street court and alley 
Came out tor to ſee the grand Rags took ſrom Gally, J 
Ske Man at the helm he*ll ſoen want the ſhort ſtuft fir, 
The City can lend him, ay lend him enough fir, 

That theſe things are bought then tis eaſily ſounded, 

And famous St. Paul's is the place where they're bounded. 
If this is the thing then there needs no more preface, | 
And our worthy Citizens, who ſhall dare deface, 

Tho“ the difference is great *twixt the Mayr 28 Jack 

; Scragman. 

His L-ds—p, in my eye, was but an old rag man. 


SONG 1V, Tune, come to where the choice ſpirits are 
| B RITANTA now rous (d, has her fury unloos'd, 


And points out the death bearing Lance, 


Great Mars by her fide, once Britons chief pride, 


Down trampling the vai thield of France. 


5 


(6) 


Awoke from her Trance, wi:h frown bent on Trance, 


The Goddeſs of Britain behold, 
Her Sons ſighing ſtand, t*obey her command, 
Loſt Fame to retrieve double fold. 
Tis Liberty's call, take your Powder and Ball, 
Prepare for to meet your proud focs, 
Great dangers ne*er fear, great glory is near, 
And Conquett on Valuur beſtows. 
With Patriet ſteel, make your Enemies feel, 
For Vict'ry your Botems let burn, 
Then place on your brow, the fam'd virgin bough, 
And Beauty ſhall bleſs your Return, | 
Like your Fathers of O'd, in Fame be enro][d 
By actions to merit the wreath, 


For your Girls and your wives, you venture your lives, 


And honour your gaining in Death, | 
At our Country*s laft gaſp, let us ſting like an aſp, 
The war ſanguine Field let's explore, 
With ſhouts to the sky, let*s conquer or D, e, 
Who'd live when freedom*s no more. 
SONG: V. 
O F all the nymphés my ſoul ſubducd, 
Or I with eager fondneſs wood, 
Suke, Nancy, Fanny, Dolly, 
There's none can boaſt each matchleſs grace, 
That revels oer th* enchanting tace, 
Of fair but cruel Polly, 
With language ſoft I did impart, 
The ſecret impulſe of the heart, 
Vet ſhe grew coy. toprove me, 
Nor could I ought of comfort gain. 
Nor this one ſingle boon obtain, 
Oh! Polly ſay you love me: 
Then on my knee, I did implore, 
And vow*d how I, did her adore, 


But ſhe with ſcorn look*d on me, ; 
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Her frowns too great, ca be expreſs*d, 


They piere*d alats! my tortur'd breaſt, 
And Polly has undone me, 


SON G VI. Tune, I love Sue and Sue loves me. 


HERE:«S one Harry ſings ut the Hanover hon ſe, 
And tot ker hes calling ny Lg Meer an als, 
Not thoſe but a Diſh, for trucpallets 14 f. 
And 14 fing yeu a long bout he gent Mr, Pitt, 
Cho, Hail the ſound, in Cberus round, 
M ke no delays, buigive thive Huzza's, 
A Patriot in Britain 1s itzli to be found, 
This Pa:riot all Patriots, he ftrives to excel, 
And tnat Gallia s reduc'u, cach News paper will tell, 
Our Fleets me well man'd, and good Officers found, 
Who bravely advance on the enemies gerouut, 
His ſchemes, like his name ſir, they cerply are lay'd, 
And for his poor Country he's only afraid, 
He fears not proud France, ite he“ cut the cocks comb, 
He's only afraid of the Foxes at bone, 
Says one a brave Fleet, tho? 'tis nougtt but a yoke, 
They'll do nothing at all fir, they” ll not ſtrike a ſtroke, 
But harkee my fliends, I've ſtill farther to ſay, 
At Sherourgh, pray who was it then, run away, 


To always be Victor, fir, that's not the caſe, 

So then we'll not mention what paſt at S. Caſs, | 
Bur we'll take a large Leap, as you know't in our power, 
And view Blitiſh Colours, on Louisburgh tower, 


Tunere's no great occaficn I think for to tell. 
At Senegal there, what pocr Monſieurs befell, 
But let it ſuffice that they's neter eaſy be, 
So we « nickly refoly'd, and ſtrait conquer'd Goree, 
Let o her Crown's boaſt ot their ſoldiers and ſailors, 
Theres none to compare wi'h the brave Britiſh Fellows, 
Fit du Queſhe eis no more, tho? the place is in fame, 
Bulig wouvun'd you KU HOW, With Bitsburgh by name, 

| Wh:1%t 
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whilſt he's at the Helm, 1ce wha: Glories ariſe, 

Like Pruſſia we learn all our Foes to deſpiſe, 
Then take off a bumper, if one yen can get, 

And let this be the Toaſt, to brave loyal Pitt. 


SONG VII. Tune, Daniel Cooper, 


1 'LL ſing no ſongs of Kings: nor Queens, | 
Who ſole delights in warring, . 
My gentle Muſe, now fly's the ſcenes, | 
Where Men gainſt Men are ſparring, 
A Ny mph divine, infpires the line, 
Wro's ever jim and Natty, 
Ihe is ſo fair none can compare, 
Wirth lovely blooming Py, | 
Were Ila King, I'd leave my crown, 5 
And all the cares of Qare fir, | 
Lean on her Breaft, andthink athrone, 
Was never bliſs ſo great ſir, 
I'd nothing mind, were ſhe but kind, 
[And Grandeur that wou'd flat, be, 
Wich her l'd rote, bleſs'd with her love, 
With charming blooming P--y, 
Like Helen, the's genteel and fair, 
All Beanty's center'd in ker, 
With waving Locks, of golden Hair, 
Happy's the Lad, woll win her, 
With nimble tread, he ſweeps the mead, 
And looks like Venus, at Sea, 
When drawn by Loves, and Turtle Doves, 
30 fair is lovely P»«y, 
SONG VIII. Ona late Expedition, Tune doodle dos 
HIS Worid's a Cheeſe, each one's a Maggot, 
From Purple, to Tarpaulin Jacket, | 
And wiulit we live we make a racker, Doodle doo, 
Your court worms they to fear are wedded, 
Wit heads that's long and dect leaded, 
Such as dt Expelitivn Leaded, 
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The French had ſome ſew Maggots creeping, 
We had more, but they were peeping, | 
Or in wars council, all a flveping, 

At home our Lob worm's diſcontented, 

Our city germ, ſwears he'll reſent it, 

And ſome great Maggots, may repent it. 


Pibean Maggots make a buſtle, 
Shall thete d ood worms, pray uſe ns ill, 
On! chat we had bit Bake and Ruſſell. , 
SONG IX. Tune, Where's my ſwain fo blith & clever, 
'T PON this bank ot riſing flow'rs, | 
Jobnny tung each pleating Ditty, 
With tmiling tore brginl'd the hours, 
Waat he fut, or did was pretty, 
But now he fly's the Girl he loy'd 10, 
And wings his way to Paltorelia, 
Ah cruel ſwain, alafs! 1” prev'd io, | 
You now {Light your ſiglung Bell a 
The Brook tha''s winding thro' the meadows, 
Of: rimes hear! you ſallely fwearing, 
Whiiſt Ito pieces pull my head clothes, 
And my golden ringlets tearing, 


Ye wafting Breezes to him wiſper, 


All my grietsto him go tell a, 

From morning to the Fyeriing veſper, 
Sighs the loſt and undone Bell a. 

Why ſtudy I the Art to pleaſe him, 
Stockings ſil k my legs look charming, 

O! now [ wiſh I'd ftrove to tea ze him, 
My gay dreſs was too alarming, 

My Boſom bare as is the fathion. 
Brought him ſoon his Tale to tell a 

Which ſoon became a lawleſs Paſſion, 
And ruin'd quite the wretched Bell a. 


Thy Abſence ſets my ſoul a madding, 
O where thal} I tray to find thee ? 


( 10 ) 
With what new Nymoh art thou « gadding, 
What new Beauty's chains does bind the P 
Let me but ſee my happy Rival, | 
U my griets no more will tell a, 
But to my lonely Grave go | will, 
And Lell aye your faithful Bell a. 


SONG X. Tune, A lovely lago a Fryar eue. 
8 OM E tune their gong, of Phil, and Clot, 
(By Jove *tis all a Fo ly) 
Of Girl's in high life, and in low, 
From Charlotte, down to Dolly, 5 
In flowing numbers, alto, 
Will eng of charming Polly, 
More ſweet than Summer, breezes are, 
Or Flow'rs of the Val'y's, 
On Ida's Top, then Venus fair, 
Amidſt her verdant All), “s, 
My Poll, me is wichout compare, 
She beats your Suke's and gally s. 
Her Boſom's like the fallen mow, 
Her eyes bright dart their luſtre, 
We meer a charm above below, 
And wile Minerva nurs'd her, 
And cherry Lips, ſo ſweet I know. 
But how ? becauſe I've buſe'd her, 
Then ſince in her the graces join, 
And alhis in perfection, 
Ye Gods give me the Nympb divine, 
Who's Heav'n in her complexion, 
And make her but for ever mine 
In Lovers warm Connection. | 


SONG XL. Tune, My Soldier Laddy, 


F E Sons of the Grape, fill your Glaſs to the brim, 
Hail Bacchus, our Cod! let's drink unto him, 
Let Heroes be fam'd, renowned th Battle, 
At nothing we a'm ut to conquer the Bottle. 


{ 28 
O PruMa's great King has the Nations ſubdu'd, 
And Victery floa:son the thick Seam of Blood, 4 
Tho valiant and mighty, renowned in Battle, 1 
He ſtill may be beat by the Power of the Bottle. | 
«Tis Wine that inſpires the high ehearful Song, 
«Tis Wine that can lay the great Hero along, 
There's Ajax, Achilles, renowned in Battle, 
Have ſometimes been beat by the Power of the Bottle. 
As great as young Ammon each Soul muſt appear, 
When drunk with good Wine, hy gothing will tear, 
But like the Immortals, with Gian's wage Bamle, 
And all by the ſtrength, the ſtrength of che Bottle. 
We're Friends by the Glaſs, and we're greater than Kings, 
We look down with ſcorn on Reer drinking thing 
we reel home defying our ſcolding Wives prat 
When fill“d with the Juice, the Juice of the Bottle. 4 
a The Dxovzena, A Capuraya, 74 
— REC. 

A S Mud-legg'd Tom his Beaſt to Market dyc ve, 

> Near Smithfield Rounds he faw bis tuck's 1 p L ve, 
"Twas Milk Maid Sue, be knew ber by ber Tail, 
That 2 Nr me had twixt Pale and Pac, «| 
But more her Voice confirms the low Life: Beau, | 
When loud ſhe cry'd, Milk Maids! Milk Maids below; 
F1om pointed Stick his Oxen lympt along, ; 
Whilſt he the Nymph addref$d with Flattfrys Song. 


AIR, Tune, Daniel Cooper. ; | 
well overtaken bonny Suke, "ii 
' Behold your faithful Drover, 
Lou beat the Mornings roſy look 
So much you ſhine above her; 
The praiſe of Breath theſe Cattle blow, 
Are now not worth the telling, 
Since thoſe Per funies that round you flow 
More ſwe ct are to the Smelling, 


* W 


REC 


(12) 
RE C. Suke ſmiling lookt beneath his Hates flapt brim, 
She fightd, ſhe languitk*d, thus the ſung to him. 
AIR, Tune, Young Colin was the bonnieſt ſwain. 


Thy Cheeks O, Tom, does all excell, 
Nor thy red Oker looks ſo well, 
You beat the ſun at noon, 
Bur Oh ! I with the time was near, 
Which you dear Tom fo oft did ſwear, 
Shou'd make of us two one, 


R E C. Tom; knew the hint, but lo! his ſcatter'd Herd, 
Some here, ſome there, one up Long-Lane ſeer'd, 

He leaves the Nymph, purſues the cloven track, 

Hallo! You fir, In the head O“ hair, turn that bullock back 
AIR, Tune, Ye Nymphs and Swains that (weetly play, 
Thus Love we ſte is made a Jeſt, | 

And he deceives who will proteſt , 
Ot each degree they've learnt an art, 

To conquer a poor maiden's heart, 

And when they do their with obtain, 

They leave the Nymph to ſigh in yain, 

But oh! ye ſwains to be renown, 

In Love, be ever faithful found. 


SONG XIII. 
Us D Europe now is up in Arms 
Bellona ſpreads he dire alarms, 
The Trump of Fame with martial ſound, 
Tü“ admiring world reeccho*s round. 
And Pruſfia's King in dread array, 
Strike“ neighbouring monarchs with difinay 
He has the ſword alr-ady weild, 
And dy'd with Blood the- warring field, 
From Iron mouths grim Death is hurl'd ' 
And mimic Thunder frights the World,. 
Whole Armies now for fi ght prepare, 
And King's invoke the God of War- 


\ | Brittania 


[ 
* 
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As tar as is the fartheſt more, 


4 who gates, loves, and muſt avore 


(-13 


arittania once roſe high in Fame, 
No ſtale but dreaded Britain's name, 


Albion's Lyon's been heard to roar, 
France does England now deride, 
Rouſ: up and cruth the Gallic pride. 


SONG XIV. 


OT Morn, that beams the Har Riy. 
L:gh's up the dawn, and 98 the Day, 
| Nor Cynthia, Queen of Night, 

Such dazzl'!ng Brightnets tarts ronnd, 

As in he many Charms are found, 

| Ot charming Lucy Wiite. 


And prove a Flame unfelt before, 
Wuh wonder and delight. 
er waving Ringle's black as S'ors, 
And Breaſt more clear than fallen Snows, 
Add Grace to Lucy White. 


Majeſtick in ter A'r and Mien, 


She looks and moves a Cyprian Queen, | | } 
And charms the Li-yers Sieh“. | p 
But, oh! her Frowns they give Deſv4ir, '4 


And then the Breaſt full fravel with Care 
Muſt die for Lucy Wnite. 
SONG XV. On the Prince of Wales*s Birth-Dzy. | 
Tune, In Anſon ant in Warren wake, 4 ö 
B El Britanniass Genius thine | | 
Reiplend-nr on ker mar ja! Sons, | 
And poinrs to glorious Georges line, 

A youth bred under Albions Guns, 
Cho, To him ye Britons homage yay, 
And joyous bail his natal Day, 

Y- Guwuls, now tremb'e at his Name, 

Wail*ſt britiſh youth's the Hero ſing. 


\ 


| ( 14 
From Callia's blood he'l; purchate Fame, 
Ani Glory poi d on Hour wing, 
I uſtrisu Youth thy grand fire bright, 
Like Phi wg ds fair A'bion's plains, | Bro 
W. 1 his tair cans mal ſet in night, | 
Ti vu art the hope of Bri tith ſwains, 
It: r cod Hero's arc init gd. 
Then haite and let your Cyinor rar, 
This day a Prince in time's emo e, 


$48. — 


The fu ume dread of Galli; thor; | 1 
SONG XVI. Tate. Nancy Dawſon; 1 
"HUROT had long been North about, | ! To 
And B ys in vain to ek him our, | H. 

Fe hapsh e though: :he man tro tout, N Ty 


Or e:fe not worth the plunder, 
KU in while thei (3 1 e hero mene, 
Ar. Carrickfersus points the gun. 
| Witch made the Piidy's alto rin, L 
— And fil d err Joy with wonder. 
f To Reifaft then thy ſeramb'ed fixiie, £1 
| And Frenchmen after, to he gate, - 1 
Who gave dear joy a broken pate, 12 
That could not ſtop the evil: 
N amm.nition there was found, St 
That. would a meagre bougre hound, | 
And being thus, alas! agronnd, N 
The French were damn'd uncivil. | | 
Like homer's heroes once renown'd, 1 
. Bei them ſtooping to the ground ; | 
: drecks ant ſtones they did abound, * 
« bey'd thoſe, it they'd no other, | } 
The car joys did the heſt they conld; 1 
p, ve right mantully they ſtood. | | 
A tho! they loſt but little blood, | ' 
3 | They did the Frenchmen bother: 0 
=_— js captain E'liot he receiv'd, | 1 
be ue us, how 'Thurot Paddy griev, d; 1 
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He quickly ſail'd, and hon reliev'd, 
The tamous make-bull nation, 
Broadſide for- broadſide now they give, 
When Tlurot' life death did receive, 
4 An thoſe who did the fight out-live, 
We took wa:h tinall perſuaſion. 
ey. joy he 110w may Lafely creep, 
F Tirot no longer rides the deep, 
And Boys 2ga'n may go to ſleep, 
As he has done betore, fir. 
T. E liot let the glaſs go round, 
His praites thro“ the ifland ſound, 
Ty bim, an :hote thar care be found, 
To fight lor us on thore, ſir. 


SON G XVII. Bread and Cheeſe and Kiſſes, 


I. AST tinie I ſaw my Chloecs Eyes, 
As uſual firſt our talk was Love, 
But ſuddenly as Topicks ric, 
So we ts other Subjects move, 
Lasked if ſhe had din“, on what, 
Fer nought with us amiſs is, 
She to my quettion anſwerd par, 
On Bread and Cheeſe and kiſſes. 


Now co ud you think I'm Jealoas grown, 


Indeed tis true as TI am here, 
Zut yet on me ſhe ne er did frown , 
T den Rival; Ive no need to fear, 
Let ſtill alas! 'twonld picrce my Breaſt, 
Ik ought Pve done amiſs is, | 
To make her with another feaſt, 

| On Bread and Cheeſe, and kiſſes. 
Come Hymen God of nupt ial band, 
And light to Aymeneal blifs, 

I have a heart, I have a hand, 

A dowry good, V1l give ber theſe, 


(- 20} 
What is more choice, then truth to give, 
To that all wealth amils is, 
Pofleſs'd of her content I'd live, 


On Bread, and Cheeſe and kiſſes, 


SONG XVIII. On King George the Third, 


C OM E, come advance ye jovial Throng, 


Tis George intpires, and claims your Song, —_ 


Brittania*s hopes and pleaſures Ray, 

Diſpenſing like the Beam of Day, 

Cho. Lads and Laſſes, je in the ring, 

Come let us Dance, ler us Sing, 

And hail with Joy, a Britith King. | 
July it was trom Juliug nam*d, | , 
_ Auguſta great made Avguit faméd, 

To Czlar, then your Lyre's tune, 

To George, and ſacred month of June, 

Wars dreadful ſhouts that pierce the Air, 

And wound Humanity a far, 

Aw'd by his Frown, hall quit the Field, 4 
And Mars to ſofter withes yield. 

Woo'd by his ſmiles, the ſilken Veil. 

Of peace unfolds with Virtues gale, 

Shews halt her charms with decent Fride, 

And longs to lay ber by bis ſide, 

Hail thou that decks the Fertile Plains, 

The comfort of the rural Swains, 

On Britons, deign oh! deign to Smile, 

Let peace, with plenty grace our iſle. 


SONG XIX. Tune, Daniel Cooper. 


OUR tav'rite Toaſt. have all been ſung, 
In pleaſing ſounding meaſure, 
Each poet has che Lyre ſtrung, * 
The muſes darling treaſure, 
How thall I then, employ my pen, 
Or think of ought that's clever, 


(17) 
For who can praiſe, the beamy ray's 
Of lovely Betty Weaver. 


Andromeda bound to the rock, 
Fir'd noble Perſiu's breaſt, fir, 
Who gave the Monſter many a knock, 
And wou d not let him reſt, fir, 
Pho wou'd not ilay, bis three a Day, 
Wiüͤithout or Shield, or Bever, | 
—_ . Hyda's head, Id quickly ſpread, 
Por lovely Betſy Weaver. 


When Theſius Ariadne ſtole, 
Tue King of Creet*6s fair Daughter, 
He ſoon did on the billows ro'I, 
And jeft her oer the water, 
Hg law the was a homely laſs, 
Andtherefore did deceive her, 
She wanted grace, and that ſweet face, 
Of lovely Betfy Weaver. 
His great companien Hercules, 
Had laid aſide his Clubbing, 
Thought Yoel was the ſweeteſt Laſs, 
rom her hed take a drubbing, 
With her all Day, be*d fic and play, 
At night he neter would leave her, 
Cad! fo wou'd 1, I long to lye, 
With lovely Betfy Weaver, 


Sou d Jove himſelf attempt the Laſs, 
I d ruſn th-o all his thunder, 
And hold her with a cloſe embrace, 
We neter would part aſunder, 
Id ne er reſign, fuch bliſs divine, 
For who coucd ever leave her, 
The Lightning's blaze, ſnou'd end my days 
ld dye tor Betſy Weaver. 8 


bon 


SONG 
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"SONG XX, 
Tune, farewell my bonny bonny witty, pretty Moggy, 


R Ou ſe, rouſe, ye britiſh hero*s rouſe to deeds of glory, 
And hurl afar, vindictive Thunders on the foe, 
With your native Genius fir*d drive the gaul before ye, 
And let th uplifted arm now ſtrike the dreaded blow, 

Let flying Bullets wing the Pervious Air, 
While Drums and Trufnpets ſwell the found of War, 
Till mighty Honourts crown the gallant Tar, 
Re Then let your brazen Cannons roar, 
From Albion to the Gallic ſhore, 


Now on the ambient Billows Britiſh Glorys riding, 

That ſcour e to France and wonder of tat admiring world, 
Colloſos like ofer Nept unes ſea green Palace ftti; ung! | 
Or Jove when he to earth the daring Giants Hurd, » 

Tis Liberty that gives the loud alarm, | 
Our King our Country bids the Britton arm, 
And Death upon the Patriots brow can charm. 
Then let your brazen Cannons roar, 
From Albion to the Gallic thore, 


SONG XXI. Tune, Come Britania axe ay law 


D Ingley's Fielding*s plan ſurvey, 
ee the famous ftructure rile ! 
Youthful Beauty és born away, 
From the youths of Briconss Eyes. 
Cho. Think grey hairs for you was born before us, 
You begun Love's tune, We bear a chorus, 


You have Wives and Daughters fair, 

Such honour Albi on's Women , 
They may fall into the ſnare, 

By manly Youth from bliſs reſtrain'd, 
The wanton Mifs, that tramp«s the town 

Make*s your home kept daughter%s chaft, 
If not for them, the verieſt Clown, 

Wou'd force your Wives to be embrac'd» 


Thing” | 


( 19) 


Think of Matrons ſcreaming loud, 
Raviih*d Virgins crys to mieer, 
Boyling Youth to bliſs will crowd, 
And Nature call's a human beat. 
Tr ace far back the days of yore, 
Women ever wou'd ve kind, 
If rhey a Jail's dread ſeenc explore, 
T be ſecret thoughts, what Jail can bind. 
| SONG XXIL 
M A K E ready my Lads, tis to Comus we ſtver, 
To add to cur joys, and diſpel all our care, 
«Tis Cem is invites you, wh all he mates tree, 
| Then who! be ſo joyous, fo joyous as we. 
'F Cho. Full of M rth isour ſong, full of mirth are we men, 
4 Then let us be droll fir, replenith the bowl, fir, 
We'll drink and we*ll ſing boys again and again. 
We ne*er ſee a Night but we with it to ſtay, 
We ner fee the Morn, duc we wich it away, 
The God as he flies we w'th mirth ſtill implore, 
But if Time will come round what can we do more, 
\. Shou'd Sleep dare invade us that terrible toe, | 
SS Thar frigh en's from mirth, and our drinking aiſo, 
| In dreams then in darkneſs, again well run oer, 
The ſcencs that delighted tew hours beſore. 
We'll make care to fly, and place joy in his ſear, 
In ſpire of the devil, when to drinking we ſet, 
Then choice ſpirits companions your voices let ring, 
Full of nirtb, full of ſong, to Comus let's ſing, 


SONG XXIII. 


* E Queens that dye Germaniaẽ's field, 
And crimſon all the plain, 
If pruſſia al! your — yield, 
W hy quick d iipa:ch the man, 


1 | B 
WY 3 | — 


Where one might tail complete with both, 


( 20 ) 


© © blood and death the hero dare, | 
With all the imp ements of War, 4 
And learn the way ta beat him. 


Your ſpite and malice now diſplay, 
Le: thout.ndss fall eter morn, 

Ar your armies head let wing his way, 
Yuur fav'rite marſhall Daun, 

For there by chance a fatal Ball, 

May ſa to fight, great Frederic's foul, 
Why tha''s a way to beat him. 

Send RuMa's bears unnumoertd forth, 
To cruſh the monarch down, 


Then ſieze the heros crown, | | 
Deltroy his ſudjects, Berlin ſack, * 
An every eruel method take, 2 DS | 

The ſareft way to beat him. 

Le: every effort now be try d, 

With armies him {arround, 
*G:inft four to one we're ſatisfied, 

He cannot ftand his ground, a | 
But it detya'r ſhou'd make him fight, | | 
And vut your num'rous bands to flight, | 

That's not the way to beat him. 7 
But Torga's field does plainly ſpeak, 

That fruſtrates all your hope, 

From whom will yon moſt comfort ſeek, 

The Devil or the Pope, 

Sudm Mve be and tue for peace, 
Le! dreaVtul war and tumult ceaſe, 
'Tis plain you'll never beat him. 


SONG XiV, The Death of Pompey, a Cantata. 
. | | 

HEN fatai edect i ffued forth, 5 \ | 

I kill wah mean dogs, dog of worth, | 


Old 


| 488: 
f Od fi rly,---He applauds the deed, 
The doom fixt on ſig aeious breed, 
And orders Pompey out, for be muft bleed, 
Sleeping he lay in Cynthia's lap, a, | 
While the in tears, addreſs'd her angry Pappa. 
AIR, Oh! my dear Pappa, I prithee de ſpare him, 
Let me entreat you, do, le! Pompey live, | 
If John ſhould hang bim, to pieces Ill tear him, 
For when he's gone, to death I thall grieve, 
Oh; pi:ty your poor chi.d, 
For if Pompey is kill'd, 
I then ſhall ſink down to the grave, 
: Muſt we then part, my dear Pompey for ever 
Shall I ne'er ſtroke thy long tail and curled hair, 
Nor. with your ears play what never no never 7 
Nor hear you bow, wow, at Puſs, in the chair, 
'Bheyfre more mad then he, 
| Al That made his lad decree, 
5 \ Then ceaſe to hurt Pompey, OR Pappa, focbear. 
REC. He ſtamp't upon the floor, with eyes enflam'd, 
And the old Sire, to Cynthia, thus exclaim'd! 
AIR, Hence thou ſtubborn girl, + 
Cet you gone, hafte away, 
For your Pompey tha!l 
ye to day. 
| _ whine and cry 
| | What care I, | 
| Hufly, hence, I ſay. 
REC. And row behold the lender cord, | 
With fatal nooſe, pat Pompey*s neck aroun 7, 
His Miſtreſs ſcreams, there s no regard, 
They quickly raiſe lim from the ground, 
He ſoon his dogihip's life, in cackling loſt. 
While Cyntbia, thus bewails his recent ghoſt. 
AIR, And art thou gone, that us'd to play, 
And frolick roumd me all the day; 
| B > When 


| 
j 


* 


1 
. 
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When Damon's abſer ce made me ſad, 
Thy wanton flieking made me glad, 
Had ev'ry man but his deſerts, 


What trade there'd be for Ty burn carts, 


Tho” coxcom 5s, took thy lite away, _ * 


Thou walt not half fo mad as they. 

But Dimon enter'd--Cynt hia's pride, 

And won her watry eyes, he dry*d, | 
Poor Pompey is fate, no more can move, 

He ca md her breaſt, with peace, and love. 


SONG XXV, Miſs Polly Sleep. 


W AEN tipioe on the eaſtern hill, 
Tuc God ok light the aides expell, 
And intant day begins to peep. 

S uch beauties, charm our wond'ring eyes, 

But greater charms, the ſoul ſurpriſe, 
Ot coming Pelly Sleep. 

Name all that ean excite deſire, 

J ha: can the ſofteſt with inſpire, 

And makes the boſom leap, 

Tus all in vain for to oppoſe 

Tt.c beauties, that tuneriour glows, 

In biooming Polly Sleep. 

Soft as the \\mpling gliding ſtream, 

Or love fick oets render theme, 

Or down, hat-Zephiers ſweey, 

Wai'e thus ft. ev*ry grace imparts, 

Ny Wonder tat ſhe conquers hearts, 

Oh ! charming Polly Sleep. 


SONG XXVI. 


Tone, T'!l ſing you a ſong, it ſhan'r hold you long. 
NDER Ferdinand bra: e, Britons well did behave, 


nen the foot, boldly bore on the foe, 


And fo word the horſe, but their bead was an 2-3, 


He wou'd not purſue fem, —IC——10, 


— 


: 
* 
— 


* 


* 
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But trighten'd, - lo! hark, this, - tis the noiſe of the 


( 23) 
80 great were his fears, it piainly appears, 
His L- dh p. he lik'd a whole Skin, 


Bur ſo ragged his tame is, he nought but the name is, 
His honour 1s blown mighty t in, 


Asa breath fr's of wind, from before or behind, 
This dub le's no more when we've won her, 

Quo k he ſcratching his bead, brother Falſtaff cou; read, 
I like well his notlons of honour, 


Why the » vil ſhou'd I, run the hazard to die, 
In pur:uing yon runagate bannors 

If Monſieur is tco rough, we're thoſe fools enoug h, 
Let bald pa e, — go teach him, his manners, 


Wil Lam life coaxing, let him be the French box ing, 
To death, he's a ſervant quite handy. 
In this genbhal dewel, is there {.-d--1 10 cruel, 

As that R--k--y murderer =- by. 


EL am ſick to the ſoul, let us leave this fad broil, 

To thoſe knock down*s, the French there a eating, 
Fear ſp111s in my fides, ſee who faſteſt rides, 

Half 2 mile, will b- Sir-'s,--gcod retreating. 


Tuen beſpoke his dear, boys, depriv*d of their joys, 
Intreating his 1---dſhip ro plunder, 

O, dear, good my ld, fee what ſport they afford, 
There's no danger,--the French, they knock under. 


Wh what vengeance he aims efery blow, {Marquis ] 
For your lives, run away, lets get out of the fray, 
We will not purſue *em,--no ! no. | | 


SONG XXVII. Tune, Whilſt we my good Neigh 
bours toiled hard at the plow. 


WHILST here my brave boys, we've ſoak'd bard a: 
the bowl, 


dur ſorrop, is oer, and thank each for bis fong 7 
8 3 us 


(24) 
And whilſt we can fuddle, and ſmoke on my ſoul, 

To each of my friends, my ſtrains ſhall belong, 
Cho. Tis booſers alone to great Bacchus belong, 
And Bacchus ſhall crown, both the finger and ſong, 
We topers are funny, all comic and free, 

When e'er we do meet at a beer or punch club, 
From glaſſes or tankards, drink blieh as a bee, 

For garter and ſtar your french claret's the bub 
Believe in me topers, hoiſt oft to your lips, 8 
Our quick drinking always ſhall make us be gay 
And whilſt we can handle our glaſſes and pipes, 

The hours themſetves ſhall our drinking repay. 


SONG XXVIII. 


Q A Y lovely peace that grac'd our Iſle, 

Why you with draw the indulgent ſmile, 
S it you fly the ſons of fame, 

That they the pride of France may tame, 

Cho, For Mars is rous*d by wars alarms, 

And calls the Britons forth to arms. 

Our chiefs renown d upon the main, 

Once more in arms, thine torth again, 

Whoſe ſteady courage dares oppoſe, 

And ſtem the power of Gallic toes. 

What ftate bur does his fate explore, 

Where e'cr the Britiſh thunders roar, 

All, all, muſt in ſubjection bow, 

And to Britania's ſons tis due. 

As Rome of old her terrors hurled, 

And proved the miſtreſs of the world, 

The globe it{els muſt ſubject be, 

To Albion's ſons who rule the ſea, 

_ Ariſe ariſe to wars great call, 

Prepare to meet tb* audacious gaul, 

And in reward for all hea. 85 | 

Return with victor oils, - 
© OR . MY 380 NS 


| 
l 
| 
| 


— 


* — — 2 ** 


„ + 
SONG XXIX. Tune, Derry dows. 


A B—ſtone of honour, renown*d and of fame. 
Wu Lewis of France, was playing a game, 
Twas Crivbage, they term'd it bur they cou'd not do, 
So to their afſiltance. they call d other two, | 

The Sweed he reſpected this famous gratid w—e, 

Tben baulk ſuch a cauſe, way he*d put in for four, 

1 he miſtreſs of bears, ſo polite and ſo great. 

To aid her dear ſiſter, puts in for the plate. 

For partners, they cut (nw I tell yov no fib,) 

The cards are dealt round, each lays cut tor the crib, 
They waited the turn up, all anxious at heart, 

And behold "twas a king, *twas Prudia did itart, 

They held but bad hands, tho? be fifteen'd fem all, 
Made pairs and pariols, with ſeconds at call, - 
On the pack thus high mounted, t hro time he ſurvey'd, 


And be found by their hands, 't was for Pruſſia they*d played 


There had like t have been words t*whom the crib did be- 
Tho' Hungary ard Lewi:, declar'd for it ſtrong, long, 
But rather then make many words *bout the game, 
Thcy all ſoon ageed to have ſhare in the ſame. 
Tune, As Kitty beautiful and yeung, 

Now on the blooming flow'ry green, 

Late na: ures chiefelt care, 
The tatal cannon there is ſeen, 

And tents point in the air, 
III tated powers, ſuch worth to prove, 
To call che hero on, 
$0 giants, once with heav'n ſtrove, 

But ſoon were tumbled down. 


SON G XXX. Ode to Glory 
REC, 
H A IL facred influence of the poor divine, 


Great tource of arts, and arins, immortal hail 1 
B 4 


{ 26) 
To thee the warrior, bows! to thee the nine, 
And bards in ſp ind, with lowlieſt tev*rence vail- 


AIR, Deſcend celeſtial guide once more, 


'1 And deign to bleſs thy fas“ rite ile, 
FT] Reviſit now thy once loy*d ſhore, 

1 Ab! Mile, immortal glory ſmile. | #4 
| | REC. When Britain roſe the firſt in fame, 7 41 


J Her ſons had caught thy gen“ rous flame, 
Again oh! goddeſs, fire each breaſt, 
Let glory, ſtand alone confeſs<d. | 
AIR. Again her bards, ſhall ſtrike the lyre, 
And rouſe ber ſons to martial fire.  — | 
| Her wrongs re\enge, her rights maintain, » 
1 And ride triumphant ofer the main, | 
Or dye with blood the boſtile plain, 
SONG XXXI, Duet. 
HE. C OME now to the woods lets away, 
[There tales to tell I've mat: y, | 
To paſs the tine in ſport and play, . 
And leve waits there for blooming Jenny, 
S H E. I know your wiſh, ihould I go there, 
And fure you can, t think I'm fo ſilly, 


There's nought that's bad, but you will dare, 
Bur not with me my ſimple Billy. 


H E. Have you forgot the Woodbine ſhade ? 
W bere love did beds of roſes carry, 

When there in am'rous folds you laid, 
And elaſpꝰt around the fickel Harry. 


SHE. I mannet' clown, I this deny, 
And ſoon you may repent your foily ] 
Can you forges ihe fatal joy, 
You had with poor, and helpleſs P I. 


HE. Forgive me far I here recar:t, 


Lets think no more 03 PU.s; 01 Harry, 


| 5 F 
(27) 
Then frar'zſs we the Woods, will haunt, 
But firſt dear girl, let us go marry, 


S HE, Kind ſwain I take you at your word, 
Nor think no more of Hall, or Polly, 

Then taſte each ſweet the Woods afford, 
When virtue whiſpers, tis no fully: 


ROTH. Then let us haſte, make no delay, 
Nor longer thus let's live aſunder, 

W- will be join'd this very day, 
And live around a rural wonder. 


SONG XXXII. Tune, Lucy Cooper. 


O more mall Fanny Murray boaſt, 
Nor ſwain inſpiring Cooper, 
No longer they Mall rule the roaſt, 
But tar beinnd muſt troop fir, 
gupe 1687 grace, demands the place, 
Aud makes a mighty buſtle, 
Euch umph mall fly, with envious eye, 
The charms of Polly Rnflel. 
Fair Leda, was a fool to her 
Tho? he commanded thunzer, 
Who with great Jove, made fuck, a ſtir, 
And Juno's right did plunder. 
Wray uy in down, the god had flown, 
E ſewhere his beak to nuſlel, 
Had he but ſeen, the raceful mien, 
Ot charming Polly Raffel, 
Minerva, Juno, Venus, ſtood, 
Onee all together naked, 
Ye Gods! there, was your fleſh and blood, 
I'm raptur'd while 1 ſpeak it, 
Had Poll, wit h him, been in that trim, 
And giv'n the am'rous juſtle, 
Paris the ball, had kept from all, 
And chuex t it to Polly Ruſſel, | 
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There's Hellen too, the pride of greece, 
Was that great ages wonder, | 
Yet ſhe was an imperfect picce, 
Tho” Paris, ſhe lay under 
There's no compar t Poll, and ber, 
Let poets, make a ſuſs ſtill, | 
So great the charms, within the arms, 
Of blooming Polly Ruſſel. 
She's beauteous, and the's ikewiſe kind, 
She Il pity ſighing Lovers, 
| She breaths conſent, the healing wird, 
Nor will the be abore us. | 
A ſtamp, in gold, let her beho'd, 
You've entrance to her muſſel, 
There give and take, tor giving ſake, 
From blooming Polly Ruſſel. 


SONG XXXIII. Twelfth Night. 


Tune, Fair Thief, 


8 E T joy go round, the twelfth night crown, 
The ſwains bloomena's power own, 

We gaze with tranſport on your eyes, 

We tee your fair hand draw tie prize, 

14a's fair nymph, juſt ſo was ſeen, 

When Paris nam'd her beauty*s queen, 

Charming b oomena, beaureous maid. 

Loves ſofteſt fires each breaſt invade, 

So many ways you have to charm, 

You can the celdefſt boſom warm, 

Who views thee muft its paſton prove, 

Indeed thou'rt queen! thoufrt queen of love, 


Proclaim aloud ye nymphs and ſwains, 
proclaim around the vernal plains, 
Bloomena*s queen, the lovely fair, 
Now guides the Citherian car, 

Then kalte de gin the rural ſcene, 


In gow- ry pomp adoxe your Queen. 


(wv). 
SONG XXXIV. 


B OL D Britons advance, put an end to the war, 
To ſubjection bring Gallia once more, 
Let victory float on the ecchoing air, 

And tame found the ti is on thure | 
Cho. Bring wee blooming pe acc the deligit of our plains, 
To com fort the hearts of the nompbs and the ſwains, 

The lau el and my rile together entwine, 

Send Mars, to his T aracia once more, | 
Bring Bacchus, the gay jolly god of the vine, 

B ing the born of great plenty to ſhore, 

See Liberty files and rejoices again, | 

In hopes that her ſitter once more, 2 1 8 
Tue delight of the hill the delight of the plain, 

May return to her dear native ſhore. 


We'll term the gay ring, and we'll bound ofer the lawn, 
(And taſte of tweet pleaſure once more,) 
To the ſun's weſtern beam, from the ray of the dawn, 
Whilſt freedom ſhall reign on our ſhore. 
SONG XXXV. A New Song. 
QEEAL a fad life I have led, . 
From blooming fifteen till I married, 
Grown weary of being a maid, 
'T was for a kind husband I tarried. 
My mother grown old, was a devilith ſcold, 
And many bard names ſhe would call me, , 
1 from top to toe, was black as a ſhoe, 
For terribly too ſhe would maul me. 


A girl that's grown ripe for a man, 
Such ufage cant bear let me tell ye, 
Wou'd Polly, or Betſy, or Nan, 
Wou'd you Miſs Jenny, cr Nelly, 
When fit fora wife, and live tuch a life, 
Where there's nothing but icolding asd thumping, 
No, no, but as I, from a mother wou'd fly, | 
La che arms of a busbanJ be jumping- | 


A bornny 


( 39 ) 
A benny young lad, came at laft, 
The parſon his part quickly mumbled, 
Thus courted and wedded in haſte, 
My furly old mother ſtill grumbled. 
Now I care not a ſtraw, ſhe no longer can claw, 
With tongue and with nail ſadly treating, 
My cares are all o'er, on wedleck iweet thure, 
And Johnny ſaves many a beating. 
SONG XXXVI. Knight of the Primmer. 
T HE. Mayor of London, addrefs Sir“ the King, 
= On the prince grown mat ure, come to years went y- 
And with him in company, ſuch a poor thing, Cone, 

Can you guets who I mean ?—The c- of the to- 
Of titles, and honours, moſt men, they are fond, 

Poor Hoage, he was willing to fill up the tarce, 

Beſides Sir the pleature to kits the king's hand, 

But George, he knew better, -ſo turn d him his 3—c. 
The ſword being theath'd, now our Qui xot look'd pale, 
Gyn, then ilily whiſper'd the L—a D- -a. -r, 

When he witb the king Sir, did quickly prevail, 

As he redrew his ſword,-. he put Hodge in a fear. 

With awkward confuſion, he knelt on his knee, | 

George with his drawn word, he look'd grimer & grimer, 

Then ſtoop”! from his dignity, - riſe up quoth he, 
* Riſe up Sir J=—exs, knight of che primmer, 
This honour, hey fay, it has turn“d his peor brains, 
It any he had, (tho there's no one Sir clear in!) 
So little his oſs, and fo great are his gains, | 
Since being a knight and turning foot errant. 
There's knigh's of the garter, and knights of the ſtar, 

Ana many a knight, is a ſon, of a we, _ 
Bur I never ye: knew, in my life time, begar, 

Of a Ci, aM, that was knighted before. 

SONG XXXVII. 
HEN morning ſtreaks the eaſtern ies, 
Aud gl:ds the dewy WH, 

Wat 


| 


— * * breezes, fan the the ſigh ing grove, 


Eg (31) 


What beauties fill our wone*ring eyes, 
That bill and dale adorn, 

Aut 1weeter far is to the tight, 
A form that I ean tell, 

The day it ſelf, is dark as night, 
Compar'd with Lucy B-, 


And ſpread the valmy gale, 
More gratetnl ſweets can Lucy prove, 
Then fluw'ry painted vale. 
Majeſtic, noble is her mien, 
The graces round her dwell, 
The pride of ſwains, and DEAL y*s queen, 


„ls charming Lucy B=—. 


Love's beams are ſparkling in ber eyes 
The roſes deck her cheek, 

Her hair in waving ring! ets lies, 
Adown her lilly neck. 

What raptures mult the ſwain poſſeſs, 


v4 Whotel!s his love ſick tale, 


Who charms rhe fair, with equal bliſs, 
The charming Lucy B—. 


— - SONG XXVII. 


ONG'ST the na: ions ar und, bright fol he ſhines 
None to hard as the Briton to pleaſe, on, 
And when pleaſant, to keep in god humour the XI au, 
More cunning asks twenty degrees. 


As a Cork in the Thames, keeps bobbing along, 
Wich the high and the low wave it fails, 

In me tide of à coyr*, to fays my bold ſong, 
The evb, then the flood, till prevail, 


To day with their hands and their caps mounted high, 
Great Pitts pra fe, s waſted around, f 
To morrow alas! and for not Knowing why, | 
In off, grace the great pati jot is found. 
| Thou 


- Then drink my lads, be merry now, 


| 32 
Thau art right then to fly from to nckle a grou 
With an angel they'd be in a pett, ics 
8 ill _ up your honour, and ſcorn for to ſtoop, 
| 


Your digniry me ws like great Pitt, 


We are chi!dreu when young, ſo we are when we're old, 
Once a man, twice a child, ſays the phrale, $. 
And old boy aitt pts at the reins we're told, #&-—— 
Britain's chariot, to guide in full blaze, ww 

So Phaeton mounted the ſunts blazing car, 4 
Tiwot the » S ht ſtarry re gion the flew 
$w1ft veng inet Oer teck him Hhefore he got far, 
Uvon kim Jov»s thunder he drew, 
8 O N C XXXIX. A Brit Night Song. Tune, Jco: en 
Bonne » 
8 OM E fill your glaſſes, drink a tealth 
To um, whoſe natal day's come, 
May he in that abound, and wealth, 
Wi ever years there may come, 
Now opportunity let's neze. 
And by the forelock hand ter, 
Devoted only for 0 pleaſe, 
Now nir h and joys attend her. 
Tho“ as the ferrking year wheels round, 
With cares and pleaſures blender!, 
And grief aid ſorrows plaintive found, 
Oer earth ana man's extended. 
With foul elate, lets drink and ſing, 
The brimming bowl exploring, 
Come let us toaſt a tr 't11h king, 
Whom all the world's adoring, 
Huzza! my boys, tho“ ſixty years 
ghouẽd ſilver over our noddles, 
Neter mind if Bacchus he appears, a 
Tho“ drunk, he laughing waddles, 
Fun ſits upon his wreath bound brow, 
And ſtill the God laoks younger, 


t 
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Wich years, let mirch grow Qironger, SONG 


a 
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SONG XL. Tune. Ma, Ras and Mice conſume his 
| Threads 
A bricxduſt lich upon his bones, 


When cer be ſets his razor, 
And rheumatiſm, iniect his bones, 
And plague him nic bt and day fir, 
On! may bis wife, clap on his brow, 
Horns cha are both wide and tall, 
And may be dainps, in fink below, 
Then wa ſt away lus walh ball, 
May*s prentis ſpoil his razor ſtrep, 
And put him in a paion, | | 
May ev“ ry man ſtill wear acap, 
And wigs be cut of {athion. 
So may the fates upon bi m frown, 
Whither he*s Buck, or Maſon, 
And may he often crumble dewn, 
And bruiſe his pewter baſon. 


3 And while be lives, ſtill may grim death, 


Wi:h meager looks purſue him, 


And run the barber out of breath, 


Then thruſt his dart quite thro* him, 
And when his life wings thro* mid air, 
And leaves hisclay below Sir, 
Then may no one his bones inter, 
Bat lay above for how, Sir, 


That ev*ry one may ſee the man, 
[111 fortune fo attended, 
Bu: fince alas! paor puff is gone, 
My malice here is ended. | 


SONG XLI. 


O NCE more more my gocd fellows, launch out on the 
main, | 
(At home, here's a damnable racke:.) 
Jack Span ara, you muſt trim his jacket, 
His intolexce pur tth and cutb, ont again, | 
Chorus, 


634) 
Chorus, Then Britons, ſtrait, the ſword advance, 
And humble Spain, you“ ve humbled France, 
On beard, on board, each valiant tar, 
And plunger get in a Spaniſh war. 5 
Howe ler like his neighbour, be vainly may brag, 
Let him know that we'll make him knock under, 
Wien we give him a peal ef our thunder, 

Does he think to out brave, (lads) the bold brit iſh flag. 
Cho, Then, &c. 2 | 
Let 'em dig in their mines, tis for Britons they toil, 

When brave tars we lay hold on their co lars, 
When we ranſack, and ſeize all their dollars, 
Returning well laden with victory and ſpoil. 
Cho, Then, &c. | 


we are ready prepar'd, we have powder and ball, 
And Frenchmen on head we've been Knocking, 
Bioodand wounds te us now, are not ſhocking, 
Jack Spaniard ſo haughty before us mult fall. 
Cho. Then, Sc. | | 
Rememberthe fam'd Antigallican's prize, 
The uſage they gave Captain Foſter, 
My lads make em ſay paternoſter, 2 
Tell their beads, thump their craws, and lift up their eyes 
Cho, Then, &c. | 
But yet I could wiſh that we'd will at the Helm, 
Sbloed and death, how the Ship would be ſteer'd Sir, 
With him why there's nougnt to be fear Sir, 
Tho“ waves, mountains high, the maſt over whelm. 


Cho. Then, &c. | 
SONG XLII. 


A SLAVE to fair Lucinda's power, 
True, I have been many a day, 
What tho“ the*s like an April flower, 
And blooming as the fragrant May, = 
Yer I forſooth like errant knight, 
Muſt round tha world declare it, 


That ſhe's a pearleſs beauty bright, 
But I'm a tool to bear it. 


Each ſwain whoſe breaft beats love alarms, 
May think his nymph without compare, 
So ſhe to me appears all charms, 
And ſure I think theirs none ſo fair, 
Ott at der teet I tell her this, 
A thou tand times I ſwear it, 
Yet every thing ſhe takes amil;, 
Bur lm a fool to bear it. 


Tis this occaſions every hour, 
Some great diſpute betwixt us too, 
She cries make known my beaut y*s power, 
Or on my word *rw1ill never do. 
If you're in love the cries aloud, 7 
That all the houſe may hear it, oF: 
To p1aife your miſtreſs you'd be proud, 
But Im a tool te bear it. 


Ee re long the time will come, when we 
In Hymen bands muſt faſt be noos'd 

Our triends have all agreed dye ſee, 
Then I expect to be abus d. 

That time when evre it comes I dread, 
And ſure I ought to fear it, 

She will be mafter then, egad, 
But now I'll never bear it. 


SONG XLIII. Kennel Raker: 


H O' I ſweep to and thro', old iron to find, 

Braſs pins, ruſty nails, they“ re all tro my mind, 
Yet I wear a ſound heart, true to George our king, 
And ragged and poor, with clear conſcience can ſing, 
Tho? T tweep to and thro”, vet led have ye to know, 
There's ſweepers in high life as well as in low. 
The ſtateſman he ſweeps in his coffers the blunt, 
Taat thow'd pay the poor ſoldiers, that honour does Lune; 

Te 


* 
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The action, tho* dirty, he cat es not a ſtraw, 

So be gets but the ready, che ravle may jaw. 

Tho? I ſweep, &c. 2 | 
I'm told that the Parſon, (for I never go 
To kear a man preach, what he A never ſtick to) 

'Tis all for the ſweepings he tips you the can”, 

You might pray by your ſelves elſe, depend S:r's upon't . 
Tho' I ſweep, &c. | 

On: ſweeps us from this Life, we cannot tell where, 

And to what place we go the doctor dont care, 

So he brings in his bill, your long puſſes to broach, 

Then he laughs in his {leeveas be rides in his coach. 

Tho? x ſweep, &c. „ g 
Your council may plead, but pray what is it for, 

His cye's on your fob, as he chatters the law, | 
Tongue pading,be rakes you, and ſweeps you quite cleary 
Of whar's bet'ex then iron, you need not to fear. 

Tho” 1 ſweey, &c. | —_ | 
But boneſty's beſt, in what ſtat ion we are, = 3 
For the grand ſwerper death, we can better prepare, _- 
Your ſtate ſman and parſon, your phyſick and law, 1 
When death takes a iweep are Ro more than a chaw. '« RY 

Tho' I ſweep, &c. * 

- SON G XLIV, Duetta. x 


H E. '# OME you from the wake pretty maid, 
And no kind youth by your ſide, 
All a one, are you not afraid, 
To wander by this wood ſide, 
When no oue is near, and ſuch beauty would fre 
The breaſt of a Hei mit, and give age deſire. 


She. Then where is the danger young ſwain, 
Where beauty has pow'r to charm, . 
While gazing, *tis you feel the pain, 
And yet want the pow'r to harm, | 
My beauty this moment may charming appear, 
Zut this beauty can frown and give black pal. 


1 * 1 
AE 


- 
H E. Twe'er pity to ſpoil that fair face, 
Where nature's beſt t ill is ſhewn, 
| Juſt ſo envious clouds as they paſs, 
Ottentimes ſhadow the ſun, 
Good nature my dear will till deighten your charms, 
Be kind, let me ſhield you in theſe longing arms. 
8 HE prithee Rand off, pray don't be rude, 
I want not your care nec I, 
I ne*cr was in this manner weutd, 
Ti time for a maid to fly, 
Farewell filly ſwain now how fooliſh you look, 
As ſilent and mute as a fiſh in the brook: 
H E. Yet itay thou dear and charming maid, 
For *tis love and Hymen waits, 
My fears, my withes have betray'd, 
While your icorn my love ereates, 
Except then fair maidof my — ſo pure, 
Which while life ſhall laft wil inoit taithful endure, 
SHE. You've won my heart gentle ſwain, 
Nor wou'd 1 longer be free, | 
4 Bur faſt bound in Cupid ſoft chain, 
I * Who'll be ſo happy as we, | 
| * Each fun dawning eaſtward ſhall ſhine on cur joy, 
And no care ſhall each night our pleaſures deſtroy, 
- BOTH, Come then let us haſte and away, 
Now to the temple let's fly, 
- «Twere dang*rous to make a delay, 
Now when our wedding“ fo nigh, 
"Then live an example to each nymph and ſwain 
And be fam d for the happieſt around the gay plain: 


SONG XLV. The bonny Laſs of Highbury, 
: Tune, the Laſs of Aberdeen, | 
7 i C OME here ye ſwains, that rove the plains, 
—_ On ſanday round fair Iilington, 
= Attend my verte, whilſt I rehearſe, 
F. Lou that call for Ale and _— 


4 . 
* * 


Hes of à belle, I mean to tell, 

Where beaus do oft meet cer their tea, 
My mule diſplays _ _— praiſe, 

The bonny Laſs ot Highbury. 

Ot each degree you there may ſee, 
Come tar and near to tell their tale, 
The young the old, the wiſe the bold, 

Wi e e the perfumes the paſſi "8 gale, 
Of ber own 1ex ſome ſhew reſpe<t, | 

And fome with envious eyes do ſee, 

Such charms alone, confin«d to one, 
The benny Laſs of Highbury. 
$he5s ro the view, [what poets drew, 

The queen of love in all her charms, 
And to her eyes a ſacrifice, | 

Ten thouſand hearts beats fierce alarms, 
Happy's the youth, who loves with truth, 

And with the fair one ſips his tea, 

I ſhou#d be glad, to win the maid, 

The bonny laſs of Highbury, 

White conduit now, no more ſhall flow, 

Witt ſhining nymphs and powderid beaus 
Nor Fancras dim a place in fame, | \ 

And Copenhagen, nought beſtows, 

At Cambray houſe, whotd ſpend a ſouce, 

Or up ro Horntey trudge with glee, 
Since none can boaſt, ſo | a toaſt, 

The bonn lafs ef Highbury, | 
SONG XLVL The Bugg, Tune, What you pleaſe 
G T in a poet“ garret, where 

The wal's with rhymes we're chafeoal'd o. 
Of turniture *rwas very bare, | 
A bed, ana bedſtcad all his fore. 
To get him weak ſmall beer and gin, 
Tne be tſteadꝰs to a broker ſold, 
Jo mift the ſerne, E did begin, | | 
Al. d for a new one, left the old. A foot» 


| 


\ (39) 
A footman, and a ſervant wench, 
Juſt married, eame and bought the ſame, 
Beneath their heads I did int rench, | 
And liſten“ te their ſportive game. 
One night a ſpark. when ſpouſe were out, 
To pleaſine ma'am, with heat he glows, 
And while intranc'd in am'rous bout, 
I took my lodging in his cloaths, 
He with a lawyer's wife made free, 
And left me on a bed of down, 
Bought as "tis ſaid with clients fee, 
But chere 1 ſtaid not long in ron. 
I ſtrait was mov'd to country Youfe, 
Where Pn caſſock often came, 
Not liking me no more then louſe, 
He gave me to a village dame. 
Of - wap. Lang ſhe was fond, 
When they upon the couch were {aid 


- 


1 Andlove's am'rous leſſon cou'd, | 
| U His bluſtring made me ſore afraid. 
But being willing Nill to ſee, 
Each change of life I flily ſtole, 
V pon the buskin. He plac'd me, 
On madam queen's inchant ing bole. 
Throꝰ all the ſock I quicsly ran, 
But once a beau all daub'd with lace, 
(From him my ruin ſtrait began} 
Fe catch me crawling on bis face. 
Pul ing at ſuch a G2br as I, | 
He quickly threw me on the floor, 
I crawl'd to Clce's bed juſt by, 
And reinſtated was once more. 
But he fair Cloe gid perſwace, 
A bugg trap inſtantly was brought, 
And at the bedttead head was laid. 
At morning | poor, Ay caught. 
| 2 
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Fer buſy Jenny, prone to Ill, 
Soon ſeiz'd the trap with ſcurril breath, 


Reſoly'd upon, and bent to kill, 
A hundred with me put to death, 


* 


S$ © N G XLVII. Bonny Scott, or the Raſh Mare. 


LL Gallia*s Cock his feathers prune, 


And Dutch purſue their wonred game, 


Let Auftria ſing the ſelf ſame tune, 


And the white horſe neigh loud for famc. 


Let PruMa's eagle wing his way, 

And talons ſtrike in Ruſſia bear, 
At home alas! what muſt we ſay, 

Now SI rides the B— b mare. 
$he went her paces very well, 

At walking, cant ing, or a trot, 
And i was thought would gallop ſtill, 

Beneath the weight of bonny gt. 
But lo! the truth Pll tell te all, 

And therefore your attention beg, 
This hapleſs mare has had a fall, 
Alas ! poor beaſt, and loſt one Legg. 


| Tho! great's her loſs, their beams a ray 


Of comfort on the gentle beaſt, 
Of water ftore, of corn and bay, 

Each morn ſhe has a plenteous feaſt, 
But where do we our praiſe owe, 

To him thar provender does get, 
Not to yon glitt'ring northern beau, 
But wack hoſtler, William Pitt. 


Oh may her Legg meet with a cure, 
That he Wwhe takes the reigns in band, 
May ſett more ſafe, and ride ſecure, 
The gardian of his native land. 
May he onee more in Legg confide, 
And ever keep brave pitt in view, 


He well may truſt thoſe whom he's try#d, 


Two worthy Britans juſt and was. 


wp 
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(4). 
S O N G XLVLII, Deſcription of the Theatre, 


TT Tune, Shawn Bree. 


| TVE wrote ſomething new, 
But with much adoe, 
My brains I bclieve they were addled, 
I the nine did invoke, 
From my dream then avoke, 
And Pegaſus mounted when ſaddled, 
I ler looſe the rein, 
When he ſcom'd ofer the plain, 
| ln the rheatre ſtrait I was ſet down, 
Wuh the ſtrange mottly crew, 
I :he mine did purſue, 3 
2m the fam'd rendezvous of this great town; 


To the gods I uprear'd 

My head, ſtroking my beard, 
And the goude ſſes ſeated ſo lotty, 

Tho no lightning there ſane, 

Let they ſtill thunder d on, | 
And loudly it bellow, off! off! teye. 
Next gal'fry below, | 

1 Drew attention alſo, | 
Who I neerls muſt confeſs were more quice, 
«Twas enough for te ſcare 
Each poor mortal there, a 
When the gods juſt above made a riot. 
With eyes turn'd askance, | 
| Then Feaſt a ſide glanee. | ü 
| In the ſlips, fo well formed Sir for billing 
| Where thro* pocket hole, 
The hand ſlily is ftole, = ; 
j When wanton miſs, ſhe's pleas'd and willing, 
| 


——— 


But fo brilliant the ſight, 
I could gaze all the night, — 
The front bones, made ſuch a ſhow sir, 
„ C3 7 Home 
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yo ſquinting thro* glaſſes, 

me og'ling their laſſes, 

Each gay belle, and fine tinſel'd beau Sir. 
When lo! in the Pier, 

I beheld the dull Citt, 

The templer and others contriving, 

Says one, This new play, 
= Shal] we damn it to day? 

In rain witk the town, it's thus ſtriving, 
The rules not dramatick, | 

The ſenſe not poet ick, 

Then ſure you will ne're let it go ſo, 
Agree nem, and eon, 

Enough ſaid, and tis done, 

Beſides Sir's, the plot, — tis, but fo, ſo; 
Now enter'd the king, | 

And the whole houſe di ring, 
Huzza! George the 1 hird, 't was for ever, 

Each god op'd his mouth, 

« May ſo godlike a youth, 

His love for his people ne re ſever,” 
When the curtain drew up, 

I behind the ſcenes did pop, 
And fondly I whiſper'd this pray'r, 

That long might he reign, 

His honour maintain, | 
And eneouraee the poet, and play*r, 
SONG XLIX. On Sr. R=G-n being made a Buck 
and member of Parliament. Tune, Ge up Dobbin, 


Y good friends I pray you attention now give, 
Or Lell neter ſing a ſong more as long as I live, 
Il tell you a ſtory, a ſtory fo rare, 

About a grand Buck that was made a Lord Mayor. 


Bucks lodges will gouriſh you need not to fear, 
What a duſt they*11 kick up, for to get next the chair, 
Propoſe but your deputies their ſure to ſtand, 

Look big, and hope that next year they dl be grand, 
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This poſt with ſuch fame, and ſuch honour is fllled, 
This Buck the whole city with wonder beheld, 


They tipt kim the beck ſo he ſtrait ventured down, 


Ard he's now grown the greateft Buck in London town. 
As a Buck he*ll be true to bis country and King, 

And he*i! ſcorn to be ſeen in a d=d dirt y thing, 
Then a fig for proud Gallia, we*ll not care a louſe, 
Since now fir's we've got a grand Buck in the houſe, 
The lady's muſt love him, nor turn up their noſe, 

For doubtleſs a Buck has oft turn d their cloaths, 
Thro* their means they flouriſh, tho* not one in ten, 
Like him will e“er riſe to be parliament men. 

That true Bucks are ſcarce, it is very well known, 
Yet I think wefve got a ſtaunch Buck on the throne, 
And two more as good, fir, his temper to hit, 

Hark! honeſty*s crumpet ſounds Legg and a Pitt. 
When foxes and aſſes the lyon ſurround, 

There*s nothing elſe then but deeeit to be found, 


"Their country be dd, whilſt they“ re ſharing the chink, 


In the noſe of old England they: ve made a d- Nink, 


| But brave Bucks my good friends, now alters the caſe, 


And good Bucks they only are fit for the place, 

The wide ſpreading antlers the member adorns, 

And freemen find theltec from under his horns, 

The King he for ever wes fond of the chace, 

Yet nothing but fools he oertook in his race, 

But to make great amends for the fools that are paſt, 
He's hunted and got Sir's a good buck at laſt, | 


Then haſte and away to the fun quickly go, 


Be made a Buck firſt, then ſeck out for your Doe, 
Who knows what may happen, ſhou'd fortune bid fair, 
You may jump from a grand Buck, Sir to a Lord Mayor. 
— SONG l. ; 

T. UCINDA does the muſe inſpire, 
FH And gives my ſoul poetic fre, 

Now bid the nervous numbers low, pon 

C 4 Parnaſſus 
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Parnaſſus mountain's lofty height, 
And Peg:ſus's ſoaring fl ght, 

The muſes to my theme muſt bow. 


When fancy views her radient charms, 


Each moment gives us freſh alarms, 

And does the breatt with rapture fill, 
Tho! abſent ſtill, Idea paints, 
Her ev'ry grace that ſo enchants, 

Like Venus on th“ Idalian hill. 
8 fam'd Orpheus onee, 
Wirth maſic mov u the trees and ſtones, 

And rapid currents ſtop'd to bear, | 
When the explores the trembling ftrings ! 
When ſhe in ſounds divinly ſings ! 

What wonders fill the extatic car. 


SONG LI, 


OVE long has reign'd within my breaſt, 
q 


And I've had lovers plenty, 
With kneeling ſwains my pride's been bl 'd 
From fifteen years to twenty. 
Great while ic is, upon my life, 
I think V'm mighty filly, 
For now I iong to be a wite, 
Andteign wou'd marry Billy. 


The lad is virtuous, kind and true, 
Genteel is his behaviour, 

He never yet has dar'd to ſue, 
For an immodeft favour, 

Should he again ask me to wed, 
Ithink I Al not be ſilly, 


Witch glowing cheeks, and bluſhing red, 


Tul go to church with Billy. 


I thall be bappy then I'm fure, 
Poſſeſſing iuch a treaſure, 
When marriage makes him mine ſecure 


And Hymen gives us pleaſure, , 


I then 


I then ſhall throw off all reftraint, 
And be ne longer filly, 

No more ſhall bethe coy young ſaint, 
Burt go to bed with Billy. 
| SONG LIL 


W HERE ever I po to, there's Jemmy appeara, 
And when ever he ſpeaks, he's always in tears, 
He ra!ks of y beauty, how great is his _ 
And hopes that in time I his paſſiori approve, 
If not, why he'll dye, and find peace in the grave, 
On him I ne're frown'd, then what wou'd the youth have. 
He picks all around the ſweet produce of ſprine, 
And each morning to me the chaplet he'll bring, 


Tho' frag'rant each bloom that compoſes the wreath, 


He tellg me, that ſweeter by far, is my breath, 


Then begs for one kiſs, but a couple I gave, 
If that is kind, then, what wou'd the youth have. 


We walk'd hand in hand, "tother day thro' the grove, 
For a conqueſt compleat, Me ardently ſtrove, 

Tak 'A all the fine things, that we maids will believe, 
And vow'd by his paſſion, he'd never deceive, 
Ine not his meaning, no anſwer I gave, 

I love him, he knows it, what wou'd the youth have. 
told to my mo: her, what Jemmy had ſaid, 

And now I'm convineid of the game he'd have play, 
The next time we meet, I ſhall be very plain, 

He muft wed me, or he's no longer my ſwain, 

Let the prieſt make ns one, its all that I eraye, 

I'll grant my dear Jemmy, what ever he'll have. 


TH E Sun aroſe to gild the plain, 
And call up ev'ry rural ſwain, 

When as I trod the flow'r rob'd way, 

I met with fair Lucinda gay, 

T he happy moment I embrac'd, 

And claſp'd ber round her lovely waiſt, 
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When ſhe, pray Sir, what*s all the ſtir, 

« Their's none ſhou*d make a foo! of her, 

The morn was fair, and Flora ſpread, 

Her tweets on ev*ry primroſe bed, 

_ Iſftrongly urg«d the maid to bliſs, 

While now and then I ſtole a kiſs, 

Said ſhe you know tis April day, 

Then 11! be wiſe and go my way, 

Bur from the place ſhe did not ſtir. 

Net none thou*d make a fool of her. 


] rook the hint, and led the fair, 

_ Withintbe ſhade was growing near, * 
The air ſerene, nor mov d the wind, 

And charming lovely Luey kind, 

Ve lovers think our bliſs was great, 

And charming was the cloſe debate, 

Whilſt thus in mutual joys we ſtir, 

Think you I made a fool of her. 


SONG LIV: 


L o Fame with wide expanſive wing 
*— Extends afar from pole to to pole, 
Hark! hark, ye Britons, hear her ſing, 
Muſic divine ig ſtrikes the ſoul, 
She trumps and ſpreads abroad the found, 
Whilft Hawk and Anſon echo's found, 


Reflect proud Gallia,-(now no more) 
Great Malbrough ſee to actions riſe, 
His blood long dreaded by your ſhore, 
Again to death and vitry flies, 
You ſink if ke our armies head, 
And Hawk and Anſon's ſquadrons lead. 


To ſwell the chearful ſhout, lets hail, 
Our hero next, the gallant How, 
Already France her ſons be wail, 
Whilſt grov4ling in the duſt they bow, 
Fug Brito s. ſtrike ! enchance your name, : | 
is ffeedo n points the road to fame. SONG 


1 
SONG LV. Tit for T ag, 
* Oung St rephon weo;d me long before, 
He found he had his conqueſt ſure, 
The lovely Swain I did adore, 
Ard thought I had his heart fecure, 
Bur he ſometianes too, like his ſex, 
Will be diſpleas'd nor know for what; 
When ſo I'm ſure to make him vex, 
And that you know is Tit for Tat, 
He once took pet, I can't tell why, 
I'm ture I thought I'd loſt him then, 
And freely could that moment die, 
When Jenny he adqteſsd again: 


My panting breaſt head with ſtrange fire 


My little heart, went pit a pat, 

To be teveng d was my deſire, 
And only give him tit for tat. 

Within theſe walks, I met him once, 
My loveiy ſwain, and rival too, 

The haughty youth did nought but floun 
gare him in return his due, 


As well as be I had my pride, 


Nor curtſied I, nor waved his hat, 
Whilſt Colin be walk'd by my fide, 
And that you know is tit for tat, 
This took effect, be quickly came, 
And humbly kneeling at my teet, 
Beg. d I again would meet his flame, 
| And Hymen ſhould our joys compleat, 
I took him then juſt in the mind, | 
Which pleas'd the youth no doubt of that, 
And he pleas“d me in being kind, 
So that you know was tit for tat. 


SONG LVTI. Tune, Deſerve to be reckentd an Aſs. 
L D Codger, Giles Jones, he lately brought home, 


A laſs that was tempting and gay, 


(48) 
Quoth the old for, abroad no more will I roam, 
I'm eaſy until my laſt day. 
As yet unenjoyd, Jack, bis fon ſpy the maid, 
He tipt ber the wink for a ſign, A 
She ſmil*d, took the hint, · a wanton young jade, 
She look. d like a goddeſs divine. 
The old man, he miſs*d *em, and jealeus of both, 
Quickly ſearches all over the houſe, 
Net finding em, as he went hobling forth, 
To the ſtable crept ſoft as a mouſe. : 
When got to the place, (thought the old one Im right) 
And claping his ear to the door, 
Thought ſomet hing he heard, but to get at the ſight, 
He quickly bounce d in to be ſure. | 
No ſooner he enters, but ſtrait with his eyes, 
 Reholds what be*s paſt to have done, 
And vext at the ſcene, enrag'd tus he cries, 
And loudly bauls, Sirrab, get down, 
Ye youth quite obedient, directly diſmounts, 
Odeying the fatherly call, 
And expecting with Sire for to baltance accounts, 
On the ground he was ready to fall. 


But the days of his youth flowing into his mind. 


In that be reflected awhile, 5 
So the blooming young laſs to his ſon he conſigned, 
As being more fit for loves toil. 
To old age my ſong a leſſon is meant, 
Giles Jones, he has laid down the rule, 
Let youth couple youth,--or you'll have no content, 
Who contrary acts, is a fool. 


$SONG LVII. Riano and Camilla. 


Riano. F H E verdant fields arouad are gay, 

And all adorn'd with blooming flow“, 
Bright Phæbus too with chearful ray, 
; Adds ſweetneſs to the groves and bowers, 


D sines 


-(49/) 
$ince you my fair thus bleſs my ſight, 


(Ot let me gaze with tranſport tender) 
For you glad nature Fives delight, 
l 


Since tlius returns of love you render. 


Camilla, with e qual pleaſure, too I view, 
Around this proſpect ſo inviting, 


put dleſs'd with my Riano, you 5 


It is, that make theſe ſcenes delighting. 
My beating heart is ne're at peace, 
In vain the tuneful bipds are chanting, 
Theſe beauteous ſcenes my cares increaſe, 
When abſence ma kes your preſence wanting. 


Riano. Since thus our mutual paſſions mcet, 
And fair Camilla thus confeſſes, | 


„Let Hymens bands our joys compleat, 


And let me claim your fond carcfles. 
In nuptial bliſs our joys thall move, 

int ruding care ſhall ne're oppreſs us, 
O'er pleaſures ſweets we'll freely rove, 

Whilſt our united love ſhall bleſs us. 


Camilla. When bluſhing maids ſeverel y coꝝy, 


In ſilence ſeem their with derſying, 
Their cheeks confeſs the riſing joy, 
And paint the virgin's thought complying. 
To hie our wiſh it is in vain, a 
Here take my hand my heart for ever, 
I'n ſhare all Ms with thee my ſwain, 
Till death alone this union ſever. 


SONG LVUIT. Cantata. 
L UCIND A far inſpires the poets lays, 
On whom the raptur'd twains with wonder gaze, 


Bur Strephon had in ſecret woo'd her long, 
And cain'd th* aſcendant ofer the ſubject throng, 


As miſt before the eaſtern beam fo they, 


/ ben he appear d like clouds difpers d aways 


AAP) 

Happy Strephon, happy ſwain: 

That can thus ſubcue the fair, 
Thouſands now muſt ſigh in vain, 

Thouſands languiſh in deſpair, 
Whil'ſt you thus poſſeſs alone, 

All der lovely beauteous charms, 
Nought cou'd tempt you (not a throne, 


* 


From the circle of her arms. | 
The bappy nymph and twain replete with love, 


To Hymen ſacred, fain with joy did move, 
Each grace attends and to the temple goes, 
To deck the pair, and heartbeir faithful vows, 
Now harmony eondudts ein hand in hand, 
Whilſt peace and concord joins the ſocial band, 

Fly diſcontent andtin thy ſtead, 

Plant joys around the nuptial bed, 

Let ſmiling pleaſures flow, 

May all their fut ure days like theſe, 

g vell with felicity and eaſe, 

And diſtant frem em woe. | 
May heav*n that virtuous contracts lore, \ 
Indulgent to their wiſh approve, 

The bliſsful moments trace, 
Grant that their love may never cloy,. 
And give to heighten ev'ry joy, 
A pleaſing prat'ling race. 
$ ON G LX. Genius of England to Britania, 


An Ode, Tune, Farewell by bonny, witty pretty Moggy. 


E. HOLD fays Britain's genius, yonder ſtreamers 
- drooping, 

Lo France with Al her pride, now cruſh'd & bending low, 
With up raised hands to Alþions ſons, ſee! ſee! they're 
ſtoooping, 

T*ayoid the ſtroke, and plead to win a gen! rous foe, 
Bound ; ſound! the trumpe ſound of ecchoing ſame, 


From ſhbre to ſhore, around the world proclaim, 
* (The world cha argads the Britiſh name) c xd. 


O 


D (51) 


| Cho. For who can ofer you conqueſt gain? 
| Lou rule the globe, who rule the main ? 
Yer weep, Bricania, weep, mid'ſt conqueſt high exult ing., 
For glory in laurel'd charms excites the rolling tear, 
What tho? you triumph, (tuch from noble deeds refuiring} 
Yer grief, with ſolem puce, attends the victor's car, 
Wide wbere the mingled ſtreams of hero's tell, 
How worthy gallant Britons fought, - ow well, 
There Wolf for thee, —moſt bravely tell! 
Che. Then who can ofer you conqueſt gain ? 
You rule the globe, who rule the main ? | 
| Paternal tribute paid, Brirania, ceaſe your weeping, 
„Hate where thy facial ſons in jocund ſongs prevail, 
| Of thee, they ſing, fair freedom*s vernal harveſt reaping ! 


| Where Bucks, with ſounding mirth and harmony regale. 
Tdere drink the flowing glaſs, and drain ti.e bowl, 
| Toaſt Townſhend, Saunders, every Britiſh ſoul, 
E On ſhore, or en the billews roll, * 
: Cho. For who can ofer you conqueſt gain ? 
Lou rule the globe, who rule the main, 
| 8 SONG LX. Recitative 
| 'T Was on the flow'ry banks of Ware, 
A hapleſs maiden ſat, | 
Who deep epprefs'd with love and care, 
Rewail'd her wretched fate, 
The ſtream in murmurs puri d along, 
Waile thus ſhe mourn'*d in plaintive ſong, 


AIR. When Damon firſt diſt los“ d his tale, 
And ſought returns of love, 
His breath was ſweet as balmy gale, 
Or tragrant ſmelling grove, , 
My raviſh<d eyes rov«d ofer the ſwain, 
The lovelieſt youth e re gracid the plain, 
What tfanſpore glowsd within my breaſt, 
When Damon he was near, 7 
Now angviſh not to be expreſi'd, 
Singe fies my faithleſs dear, Or 
| ES Camilla“ 


( 52) 
Camilla's charms the youth enchain, > 
She now enjoys my perjur*'d ſw ain. 


The flow; ry fields can pleaſe no more, 
Nor painted meadows gay, 
Nor vernal breeze nor thay bow*r, 
Nor all the ſweets of May, 
All pleas*'d when Damon kind did prove, 
The deep ſnowꝰd vale and froſt tipt grove. 
Ye gliding ftreams that gently gow, 
| . — to him each = : 
Ye paſſing Zephirs waft my woe, 
To Damon's ear, | 
A nd;tell the ſwain while thus he flies, 
For him alone Paſtora dies. | 2 


SONG LXI. On the King of Prumacs girth- Day. 


REC, F ET Europe now her unfeign'd praife give, 
L To Frederick*s fame that il — live, 
Attend ye heroes, matchleſs known in war, 
Your laurels ſtrew and deck the rolling car, 1 
And Ol ye Britons celebrate the day, 
Tis he! tis PruMa's king de ierves the lay. 


AIR. Now ofer the wide the frighted world, 
Nis noble martial valour flows, 

With thunder armed grim death is hurl'd, 
And ſure deſtruction reach bis foes. 

Tho“ muny pertent powers join 
Their ttrength to ſtem his rapid ſtream, 

Frederick has aid, *tis aid divine! 
And meri: only fights for bim. 


REC, Like Ammon ſon he numbers has ſubdued, 
And victory floats on the deep ſtream of blood, 
The mighty deeds done on pharſaliacs field, 

By glorious Frederick ! Frederick is exceli'd. 


AIR. As time wheels round the whirling year, 
May ev*ry birth-day prove like this, 


Alixe 


— — — 


Alike bis foes ſhall gy with fear, 
And conqueſt give his arms ſucceſs. 
May Auftria bend beneath his frown, 
And Gailia tremble at bis name. 
Pale envy's ſelf his praiſes own, 
For praiſe and honour are his claim. 
Were all the world combin*d his foes, 
Such heroic vitues to oppoſe, 
In vain they raiſe ſupplies. 
The hand divine that leads bim forth, > 
Suſtains him tor bis matchleſs worth, 
And Frederick ſtill muſt riſe. 
Ye Britons ſwell the cheartul ftrain, 
To him the hero of the plain, "0 
Tis he that every boſem fires, 
Tis he th* aſtoniſhed world admires. 


S ON G LXH Miſs Brent. Tune, As Faranella fung' 


M ISS Brent indying ſtrains 
Did favourite Polly tune, 
She pierc*d the coldeſt fwains, 
They ftrait grew warm as June. 
Johnny upon the ſtairs 
Thought from all eyes ſecure, 
In tranſport drank her air's, 
Cry ed he ſhe*s an angel ſure. 
Brisk Fanny trom above 
With ripe Heſperian fru it, 
Deſcends to ſhew her love, 
And thus began her ſuit, 
Dear Jolif let us be quick, 
Your inſtrument explore : 
Her ſtuff will make you ſick, 
Then the 111 pleaſe you more:: 
John vie w'd the begging fair, 
Nor beeded Polly's trill; . 
Fanny play« a ſweeter air, 
Her muſie did excell, 


A 


: | 
— 
In loves gamut quite compleat, 
From note, to note, they roll, 
Then ſay what's half ſo ſweet 
As the muſic of the ſoul. 
Breathleſs, they dying laid 
With rich exceſs of bliſs, 
Fanny once more lent her aid, 
What beats the tune of this, 
Da, capo, John deſign'd 
To repeat the n he try d, 
Both deing in the mind, 
Diſſol wid away and died. 
SONG LIII. Tune, Silxen Sammy, 
W Hen beauty tun: d my ſoul to love, 
I quickly did inconſtant prove, 

Tho#® charm*d by golden Guinea, 
For gold da d then no po Wr to bind, 
To roving I was more inclin d, 

So left my wealthy Jenny, 

As faſhion forms the man of caſte, 
I did not care the time to waſte, 

With this, and that Ia dally, | 
A Quaker ftranger to all paint, ” 
I whin'd for her 4 zealous ſaint, 

My plain but well dreſs“d Sally. 


Soon I ſhook of the canting ſtrain, ” 
And fickle I relapft again, | 
In art fo great my skill is, 
Next gaming claim*d me half a year, 
At whiſt at Quadrille always near, 
My muffling dealing Phyllis, 
But at a ball one night I found, 
One in ſweet meaſures beat the ground, 
$he far excells the many; 
I quirted cards and ſwore my truth, 
And ſoon prevail*d upon ber youth, 
My charming, bounding Fanny. 


My 


TR. x 
My vows I quickly broke once more, 
But did another's charms explore, = 
did adieu, to folly, | | 0 
At length I go! a charming wife, 
Andnow Fm tepyy ma e for lite, 
With lovely blooming Polly. | 


SONG LXIV. Tune, Scotch bonnet, 


s i H E Greek and Roman poets wrote, 
Of this and that fair maid, far, 
Of girls that were not worth a groat, | 
Yet kings with them have laid, fir, * 


Nay more they'll pro e that trom above, | | 


The mighty Jove defeended, 

For what good lack ? to have a ſmack, 
He oft with mortals blended. 

Fair Danae, was of earthly race, 
Alcmena, was the fame, ir, 

And Jove wou'd often them embrace, 
When down from beav' he came fir, 


Wich glory crown'ad, he ſhone around, 


And this and that adord fir, 
W th Juno ſped, he coutd not wed, 
But. with e'm both he -d fir. 
When Mars, roll'd o'er the Thracian plains, 
He met a nymph moſt charming, 
His chariot ſtopt, he flack'd his reins, 
At beauty ſo alarming, 
The cottage maid, ſo it is ſaid, 
He whip't her in his ear fir, 


Then on they rode mortal and god, e 


The devil knows how far fr, 


The next is Neptune, that I ſing, 


1 he famous fea green god, fir, 
Enemone, he oft wou'd bring, 
Upon the briny flaod, fir, 
5 5 
| | — ; Fox 
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For her hed ſlight, a els bright, 
The — one A le, 1 
Tnen quickly lead, to coral bed, 
The nymph of Argos, pride a. 
Waſhed by the circumambient ſea, 
An lile there is renown*d, fir, 
Where George he reigns and liberty, 
And plenty*s ever found fir, | 
Tie god 1:ke youth fo fond of truth, 
A partner for his bed fir, 9 8 
As elitz came's the hero's claim. 
He'll none but merit wed fir. 
Then charge your glaſſes bumper high, 
Let Charlotte be the toaſt fir, 
Huzzaing till you reach the sky, 
May Britons, rule the roaſt fir, 
With ſuch a queen, long may he reign, 
And wear the royal robe, fir, © 
For ſuch a king, who wou d not ſing, 
And fight with all the globe, fir. 
SONG LXV. 
HAVE ſtay'd ſeven years for a ſpouſe, 
And that's a ong while, as times goes, 
h To ger VI I'llrry if I can, 
FP © vrauty fi ff cient enoueh, 
I“ te: her in ooth, nor too rough, 
I' ture I can pleaſe any man, 
Im ſwe tat I dreſs in the taſte, 
Felitr all oer with French patte, 
To ge a fwectheart if Jean, 
My neck am; boſom all bare, 
Toggle, Tr 1m, and T ſtare, 
T- gn |. ji;ro wedlock a man. 
Si ſtock inge t wear you may ſee, 
With a goo! :aver legs they agree, 
Sill willing to pleaſe if I can. 


—— —— — 


| 


7 


| 
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With my petticoats rather too ſhort, 
But that's for to give the youth ſport, 
In hopes to be ture of a man. 

If money they want with theſe charms, 
To ſqueeze aud embrace in their arms, 
I To get it I'll try it I can, 

The Lott'ry it is my deſign, 

To be in this year fifty-nine, 

> And a fortune will ſoon get a man. 


\ Should ten thouſand pound be the prize, 


My beauty they'll raiſe to the Kies, 
Then ſtrive for to win me who can. 
- F've truſted to bead and to heel, 
I now only truſt to the wheel, 
Ten thouſand will get me.a man. 


M Y Nancy fair, when you appear, 
How light my heart bears in me, 
d When you're away, I chearleſs ſtrays, 
Nought from deſpair can win me, 
Myſelf I loſe, all joys refuſe, | 
For thee my beauteous rover, 
Then prithee ſend, ſome comfort lend, 
To me your hapleſs lover. | 
If o'er the mead your ſportive tread, 
Or view the ſtream {ft gliding, 
Or thro' the yale you breath the gale, 


. <Mongft flowers your ſweets dividing, 


If proſpects gay and month of May, 
Can pleaſe my fair one's fancy, 

Then think with me, how it mult be, 
For thee my lovely Nancy, 


Avoi the clowns upon the downs, 
Tis deb if they but view thee, 
A goddeſs they may well obey, 
Bat muſt not dare to m" thee, 
2 
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Then leave the plains, and rural ſWwains, 
And thine at court or city, 
None can excell, you bcar the belle, 


There's none is half ſo pretty. 


Th» wither'd arms, with'golden chars, 
Invite t their embraces, | 

The young mutt lo e de old azp: ove, 
Your many wondrous graces, 

Then wat: my ſtrains tot hoſe dear plains, 
Each breeze to her I tancy, 


Tell her I live but to receive, 


In m arms my beautcous Nancy. 
| SONG LXVII. 
C LOE has gold, and ev'ry charm 
= For me, if Fd comply with ma'am, 
To leave my pipe, forſake my glaſs, 


([Spou'd I dothis I wear an af. 
O! fie! me cries, —the naſty beaſt 
A gallon, fure he's drank at leaſt, 


et not diſmay d, with ſtagg'ring pace, 
I] hick- up, — aud laugh in her face. | 
I know ſhe's handſome, tell her fo, 

But then inv bottle's charming tao, 

The dea: bh cf care, can riches boaſt ? 

In flowing bowl, all error's loſt. | 
Chears up the heart, and bids us prove 
As well as wine the joysot love, 

And whilſt I ſwear its no diſgrace, 

I hick-up and laugh in ber face. 
Bacchus, with ſofter love combin'd, 
We're more then men, it lifts the mind, 
If Cloe frowns, fimali is the pain, 

An cher 2la's I'm right again. 

Or if nile ſpreads o'er her check, 


Inſp | I dare to ſpeak, 


And whiIft with wine I beauty chace, 
I hick-up and laugh in ber facg, 


* 


7 
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The wedlock chain with her L' wear, 
But arm to banuh ev'ry care, 
Shou's Hymen bring domeſtic ſtrife, 
With that I'm arm'd againſt a wite. 
To make amends tor every Il, 
Uilhaie my joys hat ſhall excell, 
I'll drink ang run Wtt paſſions race, 
By turns I'll love iny ny mph,and glaſs; 
SONG LXVILL. Bruflels Gazette, - 
Tune, My daddy my mammy my uncle my aunt, 


A M bu fitteen yet If d have you to know, 
Kerl yonag and tender, I hate gritors toe, 
And lyers tha! falſhood will ever advance, 
In prarſe of Hungary and bully ot Fran-e, 
Now Pre that ns about me enſnares ka net 
Which tor novelty ſake, I ca'l Bruflels gazctte, 
Tbat Mauber 's a lyar is known to all, 
He tells us of wonders with pen dipt in gall, 
When PruMa's brave monarch a vict'ry gains, 
To tell thy reverſ: how he racks hls poor brains 
But let him 1e on, by it nothing he'll get, 
I 411card him at once, rom my &c. 
The pariſon when he's at a leſs for bis text, 
In confilting of me hes never perplext, | 
He thumps weil rhe cuthion ſplitsrruth to a hair 
More devoutiy he kneels when he's going to prayer, 
Mongſt the many that's ftriving my paper to get, 
He's welcome to read in my &e. | 
The Lawyer that bawls, till his lungs are quite fore, 
He's quickly at eaſe, when he knocks at my door, 
From the hall firs retreating te ſpend a ſoft hour, 


Like mine for to draw him there's none has ſuch power, 


On his la v ſuits and writs then his thoughts are not ſet, 
His mind is more fix*d on my &. = 
Here Wiggs by the great with his bolns and pills, 
Where 2 patient he cures, . couple he kills, | 
- * 
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He comes in a coach fir as great as à lord, 

And he calls for my paper too, at the firit word, 
But often being handled it looks black as jett, 
Then the doctor he cleans up my &c. | 


The citizens longs for to read all the news, 

Is never at eaſe till he does me perufe, 

The Soldier and tar, that a leiter can't tell, 

When they come to my paper rea ſ excellent well, 
Then the Tar and the S dier, and dull plodding Citt, 
Now and then may they read in my &c 


I'm very ill us by the quill driving crew, 

They ſurvey me all round and pierce thro, and thro?, 
Not an article here but is critizis'd on, Be 

Yet the poet he leaves me juſt as he begun, 

Aut nevertheleſs when a Poet I get, 

He's welcome to write in my &c. 


Wou'd the youth on the thr ne, but deign to look dogn, 
As moſt papers are read by the king aid the clown, 
I wou'd tell nought but truth nay I“ alter my plan, 
To be read by the king fir and the firſt man, 

Over Europe you'd fee, what new credit I'd get, 
Not long a Bruſlcls, but Englith Gaze: ce, 


SONG LEIX. Tune, I go where glory leads me. 


H ARK! hark! the trumpet ſounting, 
And Mars calls forth to war, 

Whilſt ſhouts, the sky is wounding, 
And banners wave in air. 

The drums hoarſe voice inſpires 
And cowards, valiant grow, 

For deeds the boſom fires, 

And points againſt the foe, 

Hark I hear the diſtant roaring 

_ brazen cannons loud, : 
e ! men, on men, are pouring, — 
do tung the waring crowd. 


— 
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Lo! Fame with wings expanded, 


The wreath bears Oer each head 
For con ueſt, ſuch is handed, 
And honuur's for the dead. 
On viCct'ry, Britons mouating, 
They drive the foe along, 


\ Whilſt bards their deeds recounting, 


Shall hail e'm in their ſong. 


To George be third, now reigning, 


The mule ber tribute pays, _ 
May he be Gallia draining, 
Whilſt plenty crown his days. 
SONG LXX, 


A 8 fair Cloe and I we walked thre? the grove, 
With each Kiſs ſtil! mingling a ſoft tale of love, 

Whilſt the ſummer breeze fan'd us, the birds chanted rount. 

Ard ſweet blooming fiow'rs enamel'd the ground. 

Now ſaid I, my dear girl, lets poſſeſſion begin, 

But »luthing, ſhe ſmil'd, and cx y d who'd be fool then. 

Ib ber behold the gay landſcape in view, 

That winter”s ſtern pow'r would ſummer ſubdue, 

Her beauties, tho“ charming and bloooming like May, 

The froſt of old age too, would bring to decay, 

To yield the ſofc tranſport, 1 preſs'd her again, 

Yet bluthing ſhe ſmil'dandery'd who'd be fool then. 


Wou'd you then be honeſt, and love but with truth, 

E'er old age creeys on, we may triumph in youth, 

Then points t“ a ſteeple, that rear : bove the ſhade} 
How many poor maidens by men are betray Cd, 

Let us taſte firſt ſaid I, no! no! my fond ſwain, 

When bluthing, ſhe ſmil*d, and cry'd who'd be fool then 


I faw in her now ſtill more charms then before, 
 Andrrembling, I venturid unto the chure h duor, 


We married, we bedded, what beauty can give, 
I from my dear Cloe with tranſport receive 
Da Haye 


' 
| 
; 


= | 

Have I dene right, or wrong Sirs, I'll leave it to you, 
For I know you can gueſs, —pray who's the fool now. | 
SONG LXXI. Sacrifice to Bacchus. 


Rec. 5 H E rights begin ! the awful moments come, 
When ment gholt, glide to the deary tomb; 


_— 


The midnight elves, the wanton tairy train, 1 2 


With mag ick circles ſtamp the flow'ry plain, 
To patron, Bacchus raiſe the chr arful ſound, 
This hour with pleafure, and with mirth be crown*d, 


Cho. Then let your voices flow along, 
is patron, Bacchus claims your ſong. 
Air. When ail the Attic fires were fed, 


Rehold and fee the well choſe bowl, 
That draws the ſinile, and chears the ſoul, 
And al! our ſorrows baniſh, 
The meagre god, intruding care, 
To encounter him will never dare, 
His preſence makes him vanith. 
Cho, Then let, &c. 
Rec. Aft, aſſiſt, the bowl explore, 
Put in the rich Heſperian juice, 
To make it ſweet, and pleaſe the more, 
Jamaica, ſon's, did this produce, 
And from the Epierian ſacred ſpring, 
Haſte, haſte, the poets liquor bring, 
To old ſilence, charm the bowl, 
Let potent Rum compleat the whole, 
Cho. Then let, &c, | | 
Air. Tune, Since you on me call for a ſong. 
In pagan tale, there's Jove of old, | 
By petty gods ſurrounded, 
Vrom bowl of Bacchus grew more bold, 
And warring giants wounded. 


This neCtar ſtrong, makes old gods young, 


And mortals makes immortal, 


Jave 


4 
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joe knew no firife, but ral'd his wife, 


When they drank punch, or port, all. 
Cho. Then let, &e. | 5 
Air, Seotch Bennet 
The cares, the grief, that fills the breaſt, 
Avaunt, began and leave us, 
Here ev'ry mor: al's truly bleſs'd; 
Nought can of joy bereave us. 
The wedded Jame, with all ber aim, 
Co wear the brigs muſt fail Sir, | 
Take but your glaſs, you'll face the laſs, 
And ofer her muſt prevail Sir. 


Cho. Then let your voices flow along, 


Tis patron Bacchus claims your ſong. 


SONG LXIXII. 
W Hen Nancy joins the glittering fair, 
Upon the flow'ry green, | 
None can ſo ſweet ſo gay appear, 
To grace the ſylvan ſcene, 


Her beauty piercing dazling bright, | 


Such tender tranſports give, 
The wond'ing nymph's behold the ſight, 
And ſwains in anguiſh live, 
All powerful love lend me thy aid, 
To ſooth her virgin breaſt, 
Ou] let me claſp the charming maid, 
Be by her beauty's bleſt, 
Then to thy name ſhall alters riſe, 
Another Cyprian grove, 
Shall Nancy rear by her bright eyes, 
And dedicate to love, | 
SONG LXXllI. Jemmy, Tune, Mine and Jenny's 


YOUNG Jemmy once a fickle ſwain, 
To cheat the fair with yows delighted, 
Each nymph around 2 12 2 
His ſeeming pains they all requitted. "FX 
5 s " Wy 1 unt 
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« Firſt Cloets charms became a prey, 
Aud ſoon the wanton prov*d a rover, 
Then Phillis fair, like Flora gay, 
Exclaims again the faithleſs lover. 
Next Sylvra's love, the ruſtic ſcorn'd, 
And perjur4d provid to fair Evrella, 


With every blooming graee adorn*d, F 
And fligined too the dear Camilla. wil 
So thus around the Shepherd rang*d, | * 
And tought the love of ſmiling Anny, 

As oft he won, as oft he chang*d, | 
Alike he created haughty fanny, | | 

But Suſatics charms he then comments, | 
The artful fwain roo oft di! wee her, : 

Until he had obtain'd his ends, | | % -£1 


Then vow« ſhe was her own undoer. 
Bn love at length the tyrant found, 
He now reflects upon his folly. 
No more he talſly flatters round, 
But is dying tor diſdainful Polly. 
SONG LEAXITY.-.- ( 


OWN the fault for which I dye, 
And merit your dilcain, 
And while I thus deſpairing lye, 
Or rigour neter complain. 
'T were two much goodneis [till in vug 
To pardon and forgive, | 
Nor do I ſuch deſires purſue, 
And with in vain to live. 
Then from your eyes fierce light'nings dart, . 
The perjui d ſwain di ſown, | 
To rive at once into my heart, 
And kill me with a frown. 
But when alone in death*s cold arms, 
I do my breath reſign, 
-Jbink that L did adore your charms, 
Ind thon 71 y ou all divine, ES SONG 


SONG LXXV, The Four Candidates, 
Tune, High ho, turn*d into a cow, 


F Our candidates once ſtood for parliament men, 
To reyreſent firs the tam'd London eity 
T--m Hy, and Bd, fir R— and Gn, 
The laugher the beau the handſome the witt y 


Having got ſirs the day they went ſtrait to the thames, 
(Whilſt congratulations, they paſt on each other, 
To ite He, and M-, for thoſe were their names, 
So bid the bold Triton, row o'er tothe Borough, 


But as pow'r ſuperiour rules mortals below, 
On the ſmooth ſtream alas; as they gently were toſſing, 


Tue ſcene ebang d of th ſudden, and alter'd the ſhow, 


And bebold over the fam'd river Styx they were croſſing, 
The ſirly old Charon, quite green in his years, 

On Styx gloomy thore, he 1oon landed his freight, ir, 
Thc three headed Cerberus, paſt without fear, | 

And quickly he led em quite up to bell gate, fir, 


When ent'ring the cavern, what ſcenes met their view, 


The d. -d with their torments rung loud in their ears, 


Of mechanical ſcoundrels, there was but a few, 


But a d- na —e ſight of your great men and peers. 
On this ſide were thoſe who their country had ſold, 
Scill graſping the bribe, tho' by it they fell, 
There miſers who valued not elſe but their gold | 
Tbeir god here on earth who had ſent them tœ hell, 
When advancing they came to the devil at laft, 
Old Pluto he ſmil'd on his yet undead gentry, 
Your welcome my friends, quoth the dark prince in haſte, 
Like you that come here, lo! there's not one in twenty, 
Then the devil he whiſper'd *em all in the ear, 
And pointing to mammon, ſurronnded with oar, 
Bid 'em ſell kingand country and never to feur, 
«Twas but coming to hell by his flame 'twas no mare. 
A 


[A buxom girl ſhe is] 


L love ye, ſo ſays ſhe, 


I canted ſwore and ly, 


Ive prov*'d it on a ſcore, 


And now then ted cry, 


I ſound ber ſportive tull of play, 
She gave me kiſs tor kiſs, 

So kind thought I, I can but try, 
(She*d put me in a glee, 

Said 1 my cear yon grove isnear, 


I labour in the cauſe of love, 


And urg'd her to the ſecret grove, 

Led make her too my bride, 

It wou · d not do for bonny Sue, 

Cry*<d you'*l be rude with me, 

No, no ſaid T, come let us try, 

My love, no! no! ſays the, 
Thro* her diſguife I quickly ſaw, 
Tas but a feint no more, 

A winking eye, bad powrr to draw, 


When cloy*d wi: h bliſs med ſmilin 
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women you love, here in hell you will find, 
Hungary s bold queen, Ruſſiaty empreſs and more, 
And to ſuch men as you depend on't they be Kind, 
Beſides Kitty Fiſher and fam'd Pompadour. 
Bur lixe honeft Britons they anſwered the fiend, | 
Your deceys will not do, to draw virtue a dogs in, 
Your gold nor your madame, will anſwer no end, 
So to our loved country come let us be jogging. 
At their anſwer, all bell, then ſtood in amaze, \ 
To think that ſuch great men were ſtrangers to evil, 
B-gone ! faid oli Nick, d- me, quick 
1: you love your king better than gold 


SONG LXXVI, 
I Met with Suſan *tother day, 


g kiſs, 


go your ways, 


or the devil. 


But 


- 
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But Hymen's bands ſhall join our hands 
Shan*c they love; ſo ſays I. 
You talk*d of marriage, and you ſwore, 
Your truth if led be kind, N . 
But vous are falſe, they are no more, 
And fickle as the wind, 
Bur II believe you'll pot deceive, 
Forif you ſhou'd III dye,) 
Thun let's agree, and marry we, 
What you, ay! no! not I. | 
S O N G LXXVIE Tune, FIl ſing you 2 ſong it ſha'nt 
hold you long, | 
RINK about my dear friend, 
For I pray to what end, 5 
9 Scand uſeleſs the full flowing bowl. 
Leave your ſorrow behind, 
Give your cares to the wind, 
And drink to each jblly brave ſoul. 
For Alcides, the famed, 
Who the monſter» all tamed, 
And bound the itout porter of Hell, 
Tho immortal his line, 
Had it not been for wine, | 
Might like them he conquer'd have fell 
Next Achilles the great, . 
Who fought at ſuch rate, 
He flew the great hector of Troy. 
Twas the grapes potent juice, 
Made him wonders produce, | 
And priams whole race did deftroy, 


Neoptollemus too, 
The ſame ſteps did purſue, | 
And trac'i che tam*d heroes of Tore. 
He d in drinking relax, | - 
And then Pyrrus's acts, 
_ Where great as his facher before. 


And 


| 


And Uyſſes the ſly, 
Had veen drinking tor why, 

whe . the Trozan Latadium be ſtole. 
For his ſu til thoughts ſpr ung | 
If -+er Ajax but tung, 

The charms of a ſparkling full bowl. 
Cine m qriak.ng we find 
Tu les a charm tor tbe mind, | 

Let Buccuus the i jon in tlis rain. 
D my lads; drink about, 
Let us fee the bowl ou, 

And once more we*!1 fill it again. 


1 


SONG LXXVLI on Airs. L. L. at Sixty, 


F AIR Delia, tur as in your prime, 
How eis it thus you bake age, 
Def) he force nd length of. time, 
ProteQing chars agatalt its rage, 
We gaze With traviſpore on your face, 
That can ſuch op'ning charms diſplays, 
With each perfection cry grace, 
When fixty years bas roll“! away, 
The roſes mixt with lillies play, 
And to our ſouls fott raptures give, 
Still wond'ring how you beam cach rey, 
And keep pertection fill alive, 
Let youthful beaut ies boaſt in vain, 


Each ſhortgiv'd fleeting tranſient charm, 


Delia daes perfudgime diſdain, . 
And all devouring e difarm. 


LEXIX, A Buck's Song, Tyne, Roaſt beef of Od 


England. 


W Hen ask*d for a ſong ſir I quickly obey, 

I ſet of all joyots you fee me how ga 
When the bucksare the theme, I'll make no delay, 
Ol the brave Bucks of Old England, &c. 


Tome 


1 


4 


* 
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And Rumbled en the lovely maids repoſe, 
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Y. ir widows and wives, and each pretty maid, 
By a true heart y Buck yet was never betray*d, 
Which makes em ſo wanton theytle all running mad, 
For .he, &c. SR, 
Should a top all be powder“ but dare to approach, 


And on ſome. dear charmer ſweet tavouw s vicroachk, 


Shed the empty thing 1corn, from a Buck take a broach. 


Ol the &c. 
The courtſer brimful of his country's diſgrace, 
He may luneuſh 11 vain for beauty #s tweet tace, 
The Buck is lus rival and turus out his grace, 
O! the &. 
Slenld the lawyer firſt couſin ſatan but dare, 
With bis gieat huthy wig to to touch the curled hair 
Or Jenny,—the*d cry your no Buck, — ſo torbear. 
O! the &c. | | 
Tie doctorꝰs refus*4 when he offers his unction, f ' 
Thot he cracks and be ftuinps of his great & high fungion, 
But how they*re all pleas'd when the Biics thows his 
Q: the &c. Cruncheon, 
The miſer who's idol is nought but his riches, 
Is oft imes repuls*d, when the fair he beſerches, 
But with the brave Bucks they leap hedges and ditches. 
O! the &e. | 
Theſe diff erent parties, I here would adviſe, 
Approve Buckanifm, a Doe is your prize, 
For the girls love the Bucks as they do their own eye 
O! the &e. | 


LXXX. CAN TAT A. 


NE day as John and Hal, two ſhepherd ſwains, 

Their floc ts togetber drove acroſs the plains, 
Beneath a ſhade, fair Indiana lay, 
Juſt at the time the Ruſtic's paſt that way, 
Two heedlets, thoughtleſs, ſwains, onwards they goes, 


They 


(70) 
They ſtarted with ſurpri ze, but could net ſpeak, 
john frighted, ſtar d a: Hal, Hal gap at Jack, 
when thus the frowning nymph did filence break. | 
Unthinking ſwains prepare to fly, | | 
For know I'm love and deſtiny, | 
And that you'll know too ſoon, 1 
What motive waYt could bring you bere, 
Ye {-nceleſs louts, ſtrait diſappear, 
Nor gaze on beauty's noon, _ 
You've wak'd me from ſueh real joy, 
Your folid ſelves, could near ſupply. 
Hal filent Rood, tears in his eyes, a 
Bus Jack roar'd out with loudeſt cries, 5 
My buſting he irt muſt vent, 
I'II hang myſelf, for I'm undone 
Says Hal, na prithe don't you Jan, g 
Lets drown us in the brent. 
Or jump from off of yonders hill, 
And break our necks, ay, ſo we will, 4 
But firſt let's try a word or ſo, 
May hay ſhe may forgive us that 
Says Jan, ay, prithe do. 
: He wip*d his eyes, and made a bow, 
And would kave ſpoxe, bur knew not bow, 
Then ſaid pray Hal do you, 
You know [I cannor ſpeak one word, 
And now my heart will break, O lard. 
Lo Strephon gay, did on the plains appear, 
$weeping the flower robẽd way to meet the fair, 
1 | With joy the nymph now gaz<d upon the clowns, 
| With brow ferene, had changed to ſmiles her trowns, 


Go gentle pair ſaid the, no long grieve, 
Go tend your flecks, for I your pardon give. 
Had Strephon in that moment came, 
And ketch«d me in he bliſsful dream, 
Ab, me, unhappy meid, 


With 


Ho. RI 4 


; O N E day asin my cottage I, 


And told me ſuch a piteous tale, 


* 

With burning tranſport ſhould 1 prove, 
The tatal crime of lawlets love, 

And hondur, victim laid. 
Now Strephon, *tis my turn to boaſt, 
A conqueſt, which if I had loft, _ 

1-4 loſt thee Strepon too, 
My honours fafe, my ſwain approves, 
With ſalety Indiana loves, 

And eaen, to each are true. 


SONG LXXXI. 


Blets'd with content, and thought ſecure, 


Ne er dreamt of any danger nigh, 


Or future cares I ſhould endure. 

When bold Mirt illo rear'd the latch, 
And ſtepping into me drew near, 

$aid I; (and pointing to the hatch) _ i 
Be gone, you have no buſineſs here. | | : 


But like the winds that fleet our plains, 
The ſwain unheedfully came on, 


| Then ſnatch*d a kits, bur for his pains, 


I chid him, and he*d quickly done. 
30 rude, your diftance Keep, raſh youth, 
Away this inſtant diſappear, 
Bur ſpoke quite foreign from the truth, 
Be gone you have ne buſineſs here. 


Strait on his knee Mirtillo fell, : 
He wept, be ſightd, be gaz'd, he lov'd, 


My tender heat his fai h approved. 

Thus happy in the charming ſwain, 
lem wrapt in joy if he appear, 

©T was he that taught me love's liveet pain, 
Tis only he bas buſineſs here. 


if LONG 


„ 
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Yes fo ſay I. —a long while firſt. 
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SONG LXXXII. 
B RIGH T fol was in his noonday blaze, 
And darted fierce retulgent rays, 

When Damon, Cloe did intreat, 

With him to thun the ſultry heat. 

There he a tale of love wou'd tell, — 
It the*d conſent mouꝰ d plea ſe her well, 

A flame her beauty long had nurſt, ; 9 
The maid reply*%d,a long while fiſt, 


Said he where beauty crowns the fair, 
So pity likewiſe ſnoued be there, 

Your matchleſs charms to all are known, | 
Your love confine to one alone. | * 
Let me dear maid that tavour find, 

And as you've beauty ſo be kind, 

Or elſe my love, my heart will burſt, 


The th@pherd thus 1mplor*d the maid, | 
With ev*ry art in vain eſſay d, . „ 
Loves language did but faintly ſpeak, | 

Till Hymen did the tavour ſeek. 


Said ſhe if Damonès faithful arms, 


v ithes for to enfold cl.efe charms, 
Let wedlock prove you true and juſt, 
it need not de, —a long while firſt. 


$ O N C. LXXXII. On Fanny Murray. 


Q E & fickle bards to make em ſport, 
From Myra's charms that ſhine at court, 
To rural doll's they hurry. | e 


Loet them alternate beauties paint, 1 


A conſtant muſe I mean to chant, ; 
And ftick to Fanny Murray. *. 
When firſt I took a diſtant view, 
My fainting ſpirits quick withdrew; 
My heart beat in a bury. 


But when I near approach*d her rays, 
*T was hard to bear the dazling blaze, 
10 gaze on Fanny Murray. | 
Shou*d Phœbus, wiſdom's god divine, 
And with him all bis favirite nine, 
Sirait from parnaſſus hurry, 
Tho* ſoaring on Pegaſian wing, 
To aid each gther, cou'd not ſings 
The c of Fanny Murray. 
More ſweet then ſweeteſt Evening gales, 
But words want power deſcription tails, 
Whilſt crowding thoughts will burry, 
I here break off, I can no more, 
AlL can ſay is, I adore, | 
The charming Fanny Murray. 


S ON G LXXXIV, 


| IS all in vain to bring the role, 
Or in the bud, or when it blows, 
Or pluck the ripen'd berry, 
Such Imile-s ſuit meaner tair, 
All nature ſelf cannot compare, 

With beauteous Amy Terry. 
She beauty adds to ev'ry flow'r, 

«Tis the pertumes the roſy bowꝰ'r, 
And tweetnefs gives the cherry, 
Thc zephirs ſteal her balmy breath, 

Tie poet gains immortal wreath, 
F'rom beauteous Amy Terry, 
Since all that ſweet and lovely are, 

Iz centerꝭd in the mat eanleſs fair, 
Who's gen'cous, free and merry, 
Wulat raptures mult che happy ſwan, 
Poſſeſs that does the Fair obtain, 
The brauteous Amy Terry. 


2 
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| SONG LXXAYV, Cock Lane Ghoft, 
Y E Bucks and ye vloods, at Bob Derry's reno nd, 

Ye witty and dull, and ye choice fpitits crown'd, 
Come yield up the palin, you no lungereau boaſt, 
Su jected to Fanny, the queen of a ghoſt. 
Repair then with ſpeed, (1ince the caſe is quite plain) 
Aut bear the choice ſpirit that knocks in Cock-lane. 
Ye Butterfly fops that mind nothing but dreſs, 
Where wit's been long Rary'd,” on your dull emptineſs, 
Yow Year ſ ler Phantom come hit ner and view, 
For Fannv's no more than a ſhadow like you. 
Repa then all you with more teather chen brain, 
And hear the choice ſpirit that knocks in Cock. lane. 
The galen read Doctor, who ſcratches his head, 
de Rn how dear Fanny can ſcratch now the's dead, 
Ask queſtions, if poiſon, ſhe dy*d by or pox, 
If negative, ſcratch, if amrmat ive, knocks, 
Repair then ye long heads wi h more wigthen bram, 
And hear the choice ſpirit that knocks in Cock lane. 
Ye learned in law, that can change this to that, 
As Proteus of old, fi om a dog to a cat, 
When cauſe is myſterious, come pray tell me now, 
Can Fanny beſt puazle acauſe, or can you, 
Repair you, who clients, full pockeiscan drain, 
And hear the choice ſpiric chat knocks in Cock-lane. 
Y : (1711s that knocks round the garten each night, 
Ve ſcarlet coat ghoſts who've no ſpirit to fight, 
Th poor husband's ſpirit, the ſhrew of a wife, 
Wo il natur'd wou'd frrateh a Man out of his life. 
 Revaiy here and n(ingle with folly's wide train, 
Ant hear the choice ſpirit that knoeks in Cock- lane. 
Ve tuiries at midnight that trip round the ring, — 
In beoblins come, ahid your Phantom train bring, 
Niy tear not the clergy. whoever they be, 
he canrot now lay a ghoſt inthe Keil Sea. 
choice firits cub now with Fanny maintain, 
VV. 12 4 concert of feraicliung and knocks in Cock an-. 
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SONG LXXXVL. On the game of Drauzhts. 
Af all the games that's now in vogue, 
In high lite or in low, 
Where ſame play fair, ſome play the rogue, 
| The fair one, and the beau. | 
9 The game at . muſt ever pleaſe, 
It ever will excell, 8 
And Millar, at the Ckefhire Cheeſe, 
He bears away the bell, 


5 O 1 Birth-day night, at court they play, 
= Where lors and ladies ine, 
„ And kazard all their goldaway; 
| And that which makes em ane. 
| Tiat hazard is a loſing game, 
Same to their colt can tell, 
* _. Andyouatdravughs will do the ſame, 
| While Millar bears the bell, 


| l | \ There's Whid is now the city taſte, 
| 


And Cribbage cobler's game, 
And many more the time to walte, 
Of faichleſs Gallick name. 1 
Here's one likes this, another that, 
At both there's ſome exce!l, : 
Bi? now come to draughts there's Millar great, 
Will bear away the dell. [4 
The gen'ral here his sxill may 
Lead on and back his men, 
Wit arcful moves, elude th. foe, 
| Or ſafe retreat again. | 
Then ſol iiers eome and learn this art, 
(Who would in figh- excell. 
1 The game will — ſoon impart, 
|S From France you'll bear the bell. 
| Nhe lover plays a fick le game, 
The prude a loſing one, 


ew, 
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The ffateſman ſeldom mends the ſame, 
The law wins all ur none, 
Toe bruiter, dioken benes may get, 
Who the boxing game knows well, 
At dranghts I'll lay you all a bett, 
Will Millar bears the bell. 
There's many games in life are play'd, 
And ſly ones too they ſay, 
Wao yeiter night, by winning's made, 
Perhaps may loſe to day. 
Not till a move*'s made by old | | 
Tha: toll's the doleful knell, i 
Shall maſter Millar ſtand the huff, 
And yield to death the bell. | 


SONG LXXXVII. Oi the Knights of Britain, 


INCEarms were productive of bonour's applauſe, 
B I Br:tons, 1tood ever the foremoſt in Fame, 
Wurie the Hold youth of Greece, and Cæſar gave laws, 
N.-wirem»le around at Britania's dread name. 
ch. Then to George and Charlotte your glaſſes fill round, 
(Wh:re's the iſle ſuch a king and à queen to be found,) 
Anſto rie britiſh knights that will dangers explore, 
To guard all our rights, and keep France from our ſhore: 
On ocean's fair boſom, where thames rolls his ſtreams, 
The glory of Eritain, exulting now rides, 
As Sol veer this e:rth he ſheds glorious his beams, 
S o'er the wile waves great George he preſides, 
From climes oriental due homage is paid, 
And all their proud Monarchs their tributes ſend ober, 
America too zd wild Africk with Trade 
Enrich all cur ſtreams whilſt others run poor. 
From yon azure sky by the Horizon bound 
Lo fume where the trumps the yu ridings abroad, 
And time, ancient time, is pieas'd in his round, 
The deeds of bol d Britons wich truth to record. 


SONG 


ds 


CoM E here wits and boobies, your bome cits and 


By being often at the ſport. N 


LE 27 
SONG LXXVII. Tune, Shawnbree. 


lod bies, Y 1 
Attend to the ſtrains m advancing, | | | 


Come here ail ye Laſſes with ſweet pretty faces, 


 Wholore piping, ſinging and dancing, 

The time now is come, when with trumpet and drum, 
(Whoſe ſounds I perceive here have bro ye.) 

To ſpread forth the fame af a t reat man and dame, 
King George and his Conſort Charlotte. 

Be fore the queen came, it ð well known to fame 
Te viigws in Lonaon were plenty, 

Now alter'd the caſe is, and ſhe whc ſtrait laces, 
Is no maid I«Il rake two totwenty, 

What girl cou'd deny, a lover when by, 
(Aud ſhyneH by all thou'd forgot be,) 

O ! (15plain as the light. you all on that night, 
Your maidenheads loſt with Charlotte. 


Among ſome of you, you'l and my words true, 
And nine months my ſang you'll remember, 


Then you'll heave. ſob and ſigh, and windle and cry, 4 


Oh | the man he ſung truth in September, 
Bur ſince apes you*l not lead, do encourage the breed, 
And providence ſhe'll good allot ye, | 45 
If a boy the king*s name, if a girl your to blame, | 
If you done call her pretty Charlotte. oy 
SONG LXXXIX. Tune, Up ſtairs. down ftairs, 
Y Oung Johnny was a lovely lad, | 
And Jenny was his ſweeten, | | 
They many a pleaſant frolick had, 
Oft between the ſheeting. 
Till Jenny's apron grew ſo ſhort, 
Half way her legs were ſeen a, 


She look a little queen a. 
E 3 Now 


Now Jenny's mother the would know, 
How came her apron tighten*d, 
wich quickly ſhe reſol wsd I trow, 

At firſttho* ſomething frighten'd, 

My Johnny is a bonny lad, | 
I'm ſure he«d-pleaſe iny mot her, 

His bagpipes made my heart full glad, 
And iſe ca him the father. 


Go ſeek the lad that play*d the tune, 
Away I fay and gang thee, 
For now thy B—y*s at high noon, 
Shou'd father knewtt he'd hang thee 
Perſwade the lad to go to Kirk, 
For ay! for e'er to hold thee, 
That will make clean this dirty work, 
Thy dad will never ſcold thee, 
Then Johnny crois'd it o'er the heath, 
And tript it oer the meadow, 
When Jenny's mother in a breath, 
Accoſt the bonny lad o, 
Behold my daughter thou has ſpoil«d, 
And iſe ken thee for father, 
Then make a wife now of my child, 
And bappy live together, 
What e'er thee with what eter ye crave. 
It ſhall nor long be wanted, 
Her dad and 1 once in the grave, 
All will to thee be granted, 
Then mother look, Iſe take her now, 
And to the Kirk {trait hand her, 
And if Iſe made her ill I crow, 
Looka|! now Iſe mend her, 
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SONG XC. 
HE. W 15 L met Emelia, beauteous maid, 
I 4aw you as you croſs%d the me ad, 
And haſted here on wings of love, | 
Your favour or your ſcorn to prove, 7 > 
Long, long I've felt your beauty pow r 
For you I anguiſh eviry hour. 
SHE. Ah! ſwain was fair Belinda here, 
As much to her you wgu'd declare, 
You men can praiſe, each face you meet, 
And ſtill we find you all deceit, '* 
Ne'er in your breaſt is love the while, 
You're term'd to flatter and beguile. 
H E. Believe me true thou lovely fair, 
My paſſion is beyond compare, 
Such charms as thine make conqueſt ſure, 


. Andlight a fame for ever pure. . 


what e'er thy virgin wiſh can crave, 

Tis but to ſpeak your ſure to have. 
SHE. Firſt as a proof you love me ſo, 
Do you deſign to wed or no, 

Why ſtart you thus, tis plain I fee, 
This is your boaſted faith to me, 

But ſwain I plainly fee the ſnare, 

I can be virtuous too and fair. 

H E. Such ſounds for ever let me bear, 
They tre muſic, and they charm my ear. 


SHE. And I am happy in my ſwain, 


Nor envy ougt;t around the plain, 


BOTH, Then Hymer's ſacred bands q: all tye 
The nupt ial knot of love and joy, 


E 4 SONG 


SONG NXCL 
AS Jove from his 
On this earth be look'd down, 

Fam · d Albion the godbead expior d. 
For valour renown'd, 

Wich each virtue crown'd, 

One bliſs her ſcns only deplot d. 
Strait Hermes he ſent, 8 
Wich a kind compliment, f 

And his meſſage to Venus he brings, 
Bid her quick deck the dame, 

Fair Charlotte by name, 8 

A bride for the greateſt of kings. 
Swift the goddeis ſhe flew, 

And to Paphos withdrew, 

She the graces piex d up by the way, 
From her tweet roſy bow'r, | 
She cull«d ev'ry fow'r, 

And drets'd her in love's ſoft array. 
Her eyes were love's dart, 

That conquers all hearts, : 
Fler eye brows were arch'd by his bow. 


On ker cheek roſes laid, 
Her curVd ringlet play'd, 

On der neck white as lilly below. 
Her lips moiſt wich de w, * 


From Ida ſhe drew, 

Tie cherry too, there ſtands conte ſe “a, 
Her breath like Zephir's blow, 1 
©. hill o. rifing mow, 

A bulom where George only's bleſe's. 
Then Venns the led, 

To her once volier ded, 

- Chariote poſt 18d of ber charnis, 
N-opiunedw ilctaming brine, 
brought the ny n. fo divine, | 

Gorge ncccisd nei tl twig ge arms, 


oN 


But unſucceſsful in the race, 


1 
SONG XCil. Tune, Jugsy's Labour. 
A HERO tamous and renowns* 
Has dott his fighting jacket, 


And only now is to be found 


On plains of fam'd Newmarket. t 
Retirea from great fatigue of war, 

His country thinks *twill pleaſe her, 
I: not that beiter Sir's, by far, 

Then croſſing ot the Wr. 


Let thoſe go fight with carcaſe ſmall, 9 
ur lender tops to gay Sir, 
Tl y need not fear a Cannon ball, 
They're l ke the edge of a razor. 
Bur his unweildy ph god wot, 
Was tate when back at H— ge, 
For well Sir's might a ſingle lor, 
et out his ts and G=ge. 
To (:e the con: ſers ſtretch along, 
 Herolls in fix and landau, 
Toen mingles wich the knowing throng, 
As once he did at H—0, : 
A certain Ml play*4 quite ly, 
He ma'e the H—o ſtagger, 
And how it was I know not why, 
He took away his Der, | 
The bectss run high, and many were 
To ſee the manly ſporting, 
The white H—ſe was without compare, 
And well was worthy noting. 


* 


Loud ſounds the G- x cackle, 
Ill mend Bird, to fright his Ce, 
And Banger*s beat by Pickle, 


E ; $0NC 


(8 ) 


SONG XCIL. 


Your things that trip it in the mall, 

tis moſt uncivil, 

Come join with me the warbling ſtrain, 

whilſt eccho, givesthe ſound agaia, 
Of blooming Nancy Nel, 

That the has magic in ber eyes, 

Some charms in fight, ſome fecret lies, 
Is true, or I'm a Devil, 

To bring a lilly, or a roſe, 

Or ſuch athing, is like ber Noſe, 

Dear, ſir, "tis Nancy Nl, 
With groves and meads and purl ing rilts 
Each p-ſcull wit, his ditty fir. 4888 
And robbing is an evil, 

She ſteals no perfumes from the fields, 
et every ſrented odour yields, 5 
So ſweet is Nancy NI. 

That mes a wit, and juſt ſo calf, 

Wi'h ſuch a leg, her waiſt fo fma1! 

Good gods! why what the devil!” 

From every one ſhe bears the bell, 

And muſt herſelf, berſelf excel, 

To beat Mifs Nancy NI. 


' SONG XCIV. Tune, My Hnband*s to Jamaica _ 


A URELIA, like the nymph of old, 
Receives each yourkful commer, 

«Tis not for love, tis more for gold, 
At that the's a nice hummer. 

But in return ſhe*s hum*d again, 
Got a boy as big as I am, 

As tho“ ſne d kiſs'd on Troy jan plain, 
With baſtard getting Priam. 

Not Jove hiinſelt ſuch ill has ſnewn, 
Tho* many forms de Wied, 


a” 


N Ards praiſe no more each wanton belle, 


x 


(83 ) 


When he explor'd the copper town, 
And his love ſcheme he carry«d, 
Rich with immorral jewels | 
F ile rain d a golden ſhow'r, | 
And Danae, to the god the clung, 1 
| Within che dardan towsr. | 
3 _ Bur from that ſtol'n dear embrace, 
'J Meduſa's empire ended, 
| I The boy ſprung from immortal race, 


— 


Her earthly manners mended, 
Yet Aurey's boyss as great as be, 
The valiant hitting perſius, ( 
Or teot her ſon of Jove dy ſee, 
| He who commands the Thirſſes. 
* But then heress of a modern day, 
% 4 | _ Another ſon of thunder, 
| Wheſe mother's ſelf can 1 ts ilay, 
And quickly bring *em under. 
No one could ſurely get the boy, 
It calls the town for father, 
'\ Unleſs it was an Iriſh joy, 
His mother*s gig did bother. | 
| S ONG XC. Oacally. 
How ſhall I ſing the beamy ray, 
| That darts from lovely Sally, 
Or tell her ſweets, like fragrant May, 
Or Zephirs in the valley, 
Or ſhou''d I climb the riſing hill, 
| And with the muſes dally, 5 
She wou'd ſurpaſs their utmoſt ill, | m : 
So deauteous is my Sally. 
Her lips, ber cheeks, her ſparkling e 
WVetcz ſilent capture fill us, BR 
When eier the feorns, the twain muſt oye, 
An angel {ure can Kill ug, 


( 84) 

Paris had lef: none fair, ' 
In the Idalian valley, 

And Spartan*s queen, tho? form'd ſo rare, 
Had he but ſcen my Sally, 

In vain is all attempts to praiſe, 

_ Werreloſt in ſoft Idea, 

She charms ſo ſweet ten thouſand ways, 
And gives us hope with tear, 

Ah! wou'd the nymph but . to ſhine, 
(How I the beaus wou'd rally, + 

And claſp me in her arms divine, 
I'd hve and tie with Sally, | 


SON G XCVI. Tune, lim come to buy a heart of ther 


W Here Zephirs fweep their breezey gales, 
And tragrant blooms pertumes the vales, 

With varied ſweets, gay nature charms, 

Bur not like thoſe in Anna's arms, 

The ſoftly dimpling ſtream that plays, 

Meand*ring fweetly murmuring ttray s, 

More ſoft then that, or cooing dove, 

Is Anna, when ſhe ſays I love. 


The rain congeal%d, by north winds blown, 
(Enamour'd of the frigia Zone) 

Boaſt leſs their fleecy ſnowy white, 
Then Anna's riſing boſom bright. 

The ſunimer s ſpreading bluſhing roſe, . 
On Anna's cher ks ſuper iour glow, 
Her lips aſſume the cherry's hue, 

And moiſten'd wih Apria's due, 

Who views her neck the liltie hows, 
And Cupid's tuit has aich“ her brows, 
Avoilo beams garts from her eyes, 

And Lapleſs lwains u. Auna yea 


% 
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VII. CANTATA 
RECETIVA. 
'QE5OLD the various turns of life, 
The protean feenes of martial trite, 
The 1am*a Czarina's now no more, 
And Auitria worſe than heretofore, 
Two names in concord chyme, \ * 
Se relenting Ruffiag 
Does like a happy rhyme, 
Harmonies wHh Priuſka, 
Tinkling guitar. ' 
Puſh boldiy ye Hero's, and be vir'ucs friend, 


Ana neter ler oppreftiou ſo vile gain its end, 


The inzur'd protect wich your bright ranks of war, 
Make famous your peter, the grand Ruſſian Czar, 
Hungaria's hard heart, by which thouſands have dy*J, 
Let burſt and be d—4, now dow with her pride, 
Shew virtue triumphant in victor; carr, 
Make famous your Peter, the grand Ruſſian Czar, 
15 R E C. 
Ye bards the loving counlers join, 2 | | 
The laurel and the myrile ſtwine, | 2 
Tue wounds of Europe ſoon mall heal, | 
And peace encaſe the blood dy*d ſtecl, Y 
When Freieric, - Peter, —que's the foe, | 1 
As George has brought the monſieurs low, 
Tune, Troy Town, 
Diſtant America's now ſu ct firand, 
Poor Lewis fadly does bes | 
Where Amherſt. conquers 41 e land, 
And oer ſoup megre do- be wail, 
Where e' er we go pale Frenchmen runs, 
. Atraid to face the Briciln guns. 


For the conch t a Britons a blow, 


Or death is my oom, if you frown on poor Kiddy. 


 Kifs me, Lifs me, Kiſs and hug me, 


* 


REC. | 
Bur France had yet ſome hope tho“ it was not much, 
That Martino governed was dy De la Touch. s 
| Murdock O Blany, - { voatk 
But Monckton and Rodney they quickly now man'd their 
Speedily too, they made for the thore, | (notes, 
And with the brave fellows they likewiſe did land their 
Muſic hat round all the Hand did rear, | 
Tars ſwearing and bragging, 
Huzeaing and dragging. ; 
The cannon which frigh'encd poor Moaſieur full ſore, 
U t1ils, over rocks too ſo tigh, | "i 
Al fearleſs of Ginges they go, 
Which made De la Touch for to fly, — 


5 ON G XCVIT, Tune, dear Ally, 


* Here was a young laſe, and her name it was Lydia, 

And there was à jperk win woutd fain be ber Kida;, 1 
The graces around her, were all io alarming, 4 
Tha this was his difmal tone Doth night and morning. 1 
Water, water, or rope. or fire, — | | 
Shall end my cares, it ] han*t my deſire; | | 


With tears in his eyes, he went to her and tol her, 

He lic id her much better, than if the was oder, 
Andnought ut her trowns. their pleaſures ihonld hinder, 
"The flames of her eyes burnt dis heart to a tinder, | 
Ble ſs me, bleſs me, ſmile on me Lydia, | 


=_ can yon determine ſo ſooft for to kill me, 

hoſe neck is white as the bear in piccadilly, 

Four Hips are as red as a raw piece of muttoil, 

Vndreſod, I won d fem mouth, I'm ſuch a damn d glutton, 


Ob! that I yas juſt now in bed, fo ſnug wie. 


Kind 


(87) 
= Kind hearted, ſhe hug him, and kiſs*d him ſo dever, 
And will you now love your poor Lydia tor ever, 

For ay ! ſay the boy, with rapture grown ſtronger, 

For ever and ever, for ever and longer, | 

Tielding, melting, her eyes ſweetly Iunguiſn, 

And eas both herſelf, and her Kidd, of his anguiſh. | 
wich pleaſure they meet, and love ſerves up the banquets 
1} Thcir ioves are not cloy'd, for they both are quite rank 

2 vet, ; 
He ſo well play*d his part, it was far from a ſham, a, 
And nine months they jay, will prove poor Lidd, a mamm 
Lover's, lover's, from them take a pattern, oof 
Tach gay belle, and beau, iloven, — and ſlattern. 
| XCIX. CAN TATA. 
1 Tune, I'm come to buy a Heart of thee, | — 
| ENEATH a ſhade, beſide a fircam, 
That helps the melancholy theme, 
Sofi puriing on with gentle flow, 
That adds unto the lovers woe, 

\ With grief traught notes, and falt'ring tongue, 
3 *Twas thus the poor Lawrano ſung. 

| ＋ꝓ441IX 
Was ever ſwain ſo loft as I, 
Or ſuch a wretch beneath the sky, 
Beſtena tails, and f alas! 
Am wi her'd like the mountain graſs, 
Wien firft I did her beauties gaze, 
Wich rapture ſaw her dazling blaze, 
Such charms that ſoar above compare, 
By her we gueſs what angels are. 
Around the dazy ſpangled mead, 
We! ve ſported oft Fir blithſome tread, 
Thoſe happy moments wing their way, 
And bope withdraws her drawning ray. 


I Ay 


On! happy youth, Charleno thuie, 


When weſtern rays, brvught evening on, 

Retſeerg was my ſofter ſun, 

Shes winter's emblem, now to me, 

And chills with colder breat a than he. 

My lone:y nights no comfort give, | 

For her I«d dye, for her led live, | ' 


Soul vex ing anguith lends her hands, 


And jealuuſy tormenting ſtands. . 


Is the maid, deſpair is mine, 
Yet triumpb not t hou gentle ſwain, 
If grea:% thy bliſs,—great is my pain. | 
On the ſociety, that call themſelves ſenators of Rome, 2 
it was peitoim'd by the author, and co, on their tit 
grand teſtival. | 5 | 
REC. 


HEN Priam fell with all his race, | — i 
A victim to fair Helen's face, / | 
Anchices ſon, ſo much renown*d, | | 
For piety, (with virtue being crown'd,) | 
His gods domeſtic bore, | 
Frem Aſian ground, 4 
To fair lalia's more, EX | j 
Did Troyꝰs remains from dire perdiction ſave | 
And fit his happy ſpot, near Tibers wave, | d 
Tune, When all the attic fire was fied, | 
New Rome her infant virtue dawn'd, 
Whilſt neighb'ring ſtates her pow'r ſcorn d, 
And armè d for to oppoſe. \ 
Tho. weak ker arm ſhe drew the ſward, 
Like light ning ſwitt her vengeance pour d, 
And law gave to ber foes. | 
7 CHORUS. 
Like Rome, ye Britons, Gallia face, 
And vic 'ry will your courage trace 


„ 


— 


Rec. Their martial flame diffuſcs o'er, 
Fair A|bion s fons, 
Lo Franfe now trembling on her more, 
4 The Briton ſhuns. 
2 Tune, Rous'd Europe now is vp in arms, 


Trace back afar, the ſacred page, 
Britons have ſeen a glorious age, 
&, Rome fan'd the ſpars the boſom glow'd, 
Ort britiſh hero's dy*d in blood, IT 
Full well the Faulchion did they weild, 
And ev'ry peaſant fav*d his field, 
Cho. Great actions R iton's fouls infpire, 
Britania, feels the Roman fire, 
Rec The Cyelop's fam«d in fict aus tale, | 
N { >. Where firſt that form the wounding ſteel» 85 
bog Vulcan from men ſoon found employ, 
Per fiſiaus men, that men deſtroy, 
Thus arn. 4 for death they each oppoſe, 
Then liberty, a goddefs rofe, ale 
Tune, Come dit ania ſhake thy lanee, 


A 


: \ B'ooming liberty advance, : 
Haft bring with thee in thy train, 
Gifts not known to tyrant France, 
Siſter peace, bring home again, 
Wen peace, onr courage thall regain us, 
! © Pien'y's horn, thall fpring ſpontaneous. 
Rec. Hail liberty! to thee we bow, 
R me knew thee once, as Britons now. 
; Air. Be co ſtant to the matchleſs dame, 
7 For truth and valour ſhine in fame, 


4 Here fix the ſhot, here freedom ret. 
And with her charnis infpixe the breatt. 
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